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ACB08S THE QOICESANDS 

A HEAD appeared at either window of the postchaise. 
Henrietta looked forward. Her lover looked back. 

The postchaise had nearly cleared the sands. Behind 
it the low line of Lancashire coast was fading from sight. 
Before it the long green hill of Cartmel had risen so 
high and drawn so near as to bide the Fumees fells. On 
the left, seaward, a waste of sullen shallows and quaking 
sands still stretched to infinity — a thing to shudder at. 
But the savage head of Warton Crag, that for a full 
hour had guarded the travellers' right, had given place 
to the gentler outlines of Armside Knot. The dreaded 
Lancashire Channels had been passed in safety, and the 
mounted guide, whose task it was to lead wayfarers over 
these syrtes, and who enjoyed as guerdon the life-rent 
of a snug farm under Cark, no longer eyed the west with 
ansiety, but plashed in stolid sileaioe towards his evening 
meal. 

And all was well. But the margin of safety had not 
been large — the postboys' boots still dripped, and the 
floor of the carriage was damp. Seaward the pale line 
of the tide, which would presently sweep in one foaming 
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wave across the flat, and in an instant cover it lialf a 
foot deep, was fretting abreast the point. Ten minuteB 
later had been too late ; and the face of Henrietta's lover, 
whom a few hours and a Scotch minister were to make 
her husband, betrayed his knowledge of the fact. He 
looked backward and westward over the dreary flat; 
and fascinated, seized, possessed by the scene, be shud- 
dered — perhaps at his own thoughts. He would fain have 
bidden the postboys hasten, but he was ashamed to give 
the order before her. Halfway across he had set down 
the uneasiBess he could not bide to the fear of pursuit, 
to the fear of separation. But he could no longer do 
this; for it was plain to a child that ndther horse nor 
man would cross Cartmel sands until the tide that was 
beginning to run had ebbed again. 

And Henrietta looked forward. The dull grey line of 
coast, quickly passing into the invisible, on which she 
turned her back, stood for her past; the sun-kissed peaks 
and blue distances of Fumess, which her fancy still 
mirrored, though the Cartmel shore now hid them, stood 
for the future. To those heights, beautified by haze 
and distance, her heart went out, Bnding in them the 
true image of the coming life, the true foretype of those 
joys, tender and mysterious, to which she waa hastening. 
The past, which she was abandoning, she knew : a cold 
home in the house of an unfeeling sister-in-law and a 
brother who when he was not hunting was tipsy — that, 
and the prospect of an unlovely marriage with a man 
who — horror ! — had had one wife already, stood for the 
past. The future she did not know; but hope painted 
it from her brightest palette, and the girl's ^es filled, 
her lips quivered, her heart strained towards the sym- 
pathy and love that were henceforth to be hers — ^towards 
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the happiness which she had set oat to seek, and that now 
for certain could not escape her. As the postchaise lum- 
bered heavily up the rough-paved groyne that led from 
the sands she ehook from head to foot. At last her feet 
were set upon the land beautiful. And save for the com- 
pact wliich her self-respect had imposed upon her com- 
panion, she must have given way, she must have opened 
all her heart, thrown herself upon bis breast and wept 
tears of tender anticipation. 

She controlled herself. As it happened, they drew in 
their heads at the same time, and bis eyes — they were 
handsome eyes — met hers, 

"Dearest 1" be said. 

"We are safe now?" 

"Safe from pursuit. But I am not safe." 

"Not safe?" 

"From your cruelty." 

His voice was velvet ; and be sought to take ber hand. 

But she withheld it. 

"No, sir," she said, though her look was tender. "Re- 
member our compact You are quite sure that they will 
pursue us along the great road ?" 

"Yes, as far as Kendal. There they will learn that 
we are not before them — that we have somewhere turned 
aside. And they will turn back." 

"But suppose that they drive on to Carlisle — where we 
rejoin the north road," 

"They will not," he replied confidently. He had re- 
gained the plausible air which he had lost while the ter- 
ror of the sands was upon him. "And if you fear that," 
he continued, "there is the other plan, and I think the 
better one. To-morrow at noon the packet leaves White- 
havMi for Scotland. The wind is fair, and by six in the 
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afternoon we may be ashore, and an hour later yon will 
be mine I" And again be Bought to draw her into his 
anDs. 

Bnt she repelled him. 

"In either case," she said, her brow slightly pnckered, 
"we must halt to-night at the imi of which yon spoke." 

"The inn on Windennere — yes. And we can decide 
there, sweet, whether we go by land or sea; whether we 
will rejoin the north road at Carlisle or cross from 
Whitehaven to" — he hesitated an instant — ^"to Dum- 
fries." 

She was romantic to the pitch of a day which valued 
sensibility more highly than sense, and which had begun 
to read the poetry of Byron without ceasing to read the 
Mysteries of Udolpho; and she was courageous to the 
point of folly. Even now laughter gleamed under her 
long la8hes,and the bubblings of irresponsible youth were 
never very far from her lips. Still, with much folly, 
with vast recklessness and an infinitude of ignorance, 
she was yet no fool — though a hundred times a day she 
said foolish things. In the present circumstances re- 
spect for herself rather than distrust of her lover taught 
her that she etjxid on slippery ways and instilled a meas- 
ure of sobriety. 

"At the inn," she said, "you will put me in charge of 
the landlady." And looking through the window, she 
carolled a verse of a song as irrelevant as enow in sum- 
mer. 

"But " he paused. 

"TTiere is a landlady, I suppose?" 

"Yes, but " 

"You will do what I say to-day," she replied firmly-^ 
and now the fine curves of her lips were pressed together, 
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and she hTimmed no more — "if you wiah me to obey yoa 
to-morrow." 

"Dearest, yoa know " 

But she cut him short "Please to say that it shall be 
so," she said. 

He swore that he would obey her then and always. 
And bursting again into song as the carriage climbed the 
hill, she flung from her the mood that had for a moment 
possessed her, and was a child again. She made gay 
faces at him, each more tantalising than the other; gave 
him look for look, each more tender than the other; and 
with the tips of her dainty fingers blew him kisses in 
exchange for his. Her belmet-ghaped bonnet, with ita 
huge plume of feathers, lay in her lap. The heavy coils 
of her fair, almost flaxen, hair were given to view, and 
under the fire of his flatteries the delicacy of colouring — 
for pallor it could scarcely be called — which so often ac- 
companies very light hair, and was the sole defect of her 
beauty, gave place to blushes that fired his blood. 

But he knew something of her spirit. He knew that 
she bad it in her to turn back even now. He knew that 
he might cajole, but could never browbeat her. And he 
restrained himself the more easily, as, in spite of the 
passion and eloquence — some called it vapouring — which 
made him a hero where thousands listened, be gave her 
credit for the stronger nature. He held her childishness, 
her frivolity, her naivete, in contempt. Yet he could not 
shake off his fear of what she mfgbt do — when she knew. 

Tbey paid off the guide under the walls of the old 
priory church at Cartmel, with the children of the vil- 
lage crowding about the doors of the chaise; then with a 
fresh team they started up the valley that leads to the 
foot of Windermere lake. But now the November day 
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was beginning to draw in. The fell on their right took 
gloomier shape; on their left a brook sopped its way 
through low marsh-covered fields; and here and there 
the leafless limbs of trees pointed to the grey. And first 
one and then the other, with the shrill cries of moor- 
birds in their ears, and the fading landscape before their 
eyes, fell silent. Then, had they been as other lovers, 
had she stood more Bafely, or he been single-hearted, he 
had taken her in his arms and held her close, and com- 
forted her, and the dask within had been but the frame 
and 6etK>ff to their love. 

But as it was he feared to make overtures, and tiiey 
sat each in a comer uatil, in sheer dread of the eiteet 
which reflection might liave on her, he asked her if she 
feared pursuit; adding, "Depend upon it, darling, you 
need not; Sir Charles will not give a thought to this 
road." 

She drummed thoughtfully with her fingers on the 
pane. 

"I am not afraid of my brother," she said. 

"Thea of whom ?" 

"Of Anthony," she ajiswered, and corrected herself 
hurriedly — "of Captain Clyne, I mean. He will think 
of this road." 

"But he will not have had the news before noon," 
Stewart answered. "It is eighteen miles from your 
brother's to the Old Hall. And besides, I thought that 
he did not love you." 

"He does not," she rejoined, "but he loves himself. 
Hq loves his pride. And this will hit both — ^hard ! I 
am not quite sure," she continued very slowly and 
thoughtfully, "that I am not a little sorry for him. He 
mode BO certain, you see. He thought all arranged. A 
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■week to-day waa the day fixed, and — ^yes," impetuously, 
"I am Borry for him, though I hated him yesterday." 

Stewart was silent a moment. 

"I hate >)iTn to^ay," he said. 

"Why?" 

His eyes sparkled. 

"I hate all his kind," he said. "TTiey are hard as 
stones, stifE as oaks, cruel bs — as their own laws I A 
man is no man to them, imless he is of "—he paused al- 
most imperceptibly — "our class 1 A law is no law to 
them imlesB they administer it ! They see men die of 
starvation at their gates, but all is right, all is just, all 
is for the beat, as long as they govern !" 

"I don't tJiink you know him," she said, somewhat 
stiffly. 

"Oh, I know him!" 

"But " 

"Oh, I know him 1" he repeated, the faint note of pro- 
test in her voice serving to excite him. "He was at Man- 
chester. There were a hundred thousand men out of 
work — starving, seeing their wives starve, seeing th«r 
children starve. And they came to Manchester and met. 
And he was there, and he was one of those who signed 
the order for the soldiers to ride them down — ^men, 
women, and children, without anns, and paclred so close- 
ly that th^ coold not flee !" 

"Well," she said pertly, "yon would not have us all 
murdered in our beds?" 

He opened his mouth, and be shut it again. He knew 
that he bad been a fool. He knew that he had gone near 
to betraying himself. She was nineteen, and thought- 
less; she had been bred in the class he hated; she had 
never heard any political doctrines save those which that 
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claee, the govenuDg class, held; and tiiongh twice or 
thrice he had essayed faintly to imbue her with his no- 
tions of liberty and equality and fraternity, and had pic- 
tured her witii the red cap of freedom perched on her 
flaxen head, the only liberty in which he had been able 
to interest her had been her own I 

By-and-by, in different conditions, she might be more 
amenable, should he then think it worth while to con- 
vert her. For the presrait his eloquence wa^ stayed in 
midstream. Yet he could not be altogether silent, for 
he was a man to whmn words were very dear. 

"Well," he said in a lower tone, "there is something in 
that, sweet. But I know worse of him than that You 
may think it right to transport a man for seven years 
for poaching a hare " 

"They should not poach," she said lightly, "and they 
would not be transported I" 

"But yon will think differently of flogging a man to 
death I" 

Her face flushed. 

"I don't believe it !" she cried. 

"On his ship in Plymouth Harbour they will tell you 
differently," 

"I don't believe it!" she replied, with passion. And 
then, "How horrid you arel" ^e continued. "And it is 
nearly dark ! Why do you talk of such things ? You are 
jealous of him — that is what you are !" 

He saw the wisdom of eliding back into their old 
Telations, and he seized the opportunity her words 
offered. 

"Yes," he murmured, "I am jealous of him. And 
why not? I am jealous of the wind that caresses your 
cheek, of tlie carpet that feels your tread, of the star 
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that peeps in at your wrndovl I am jealous of all who 
come near yon, or apeak to you, or look at yon !" 

"Are you really ?" — in a tone of childish delight. "As 
jealouB as that?" 

He Bwore it with many phrases. 

"And you will be so always?" she sighed softly, lean- 
ing towards him. "Always — ^Alan?" 

"To etemi^ !" he answered. And emboldened by her 
melting mood, he would have taken her hand, and per- 
haps more than her hand, but at that moment the lights 
of the inn at Newby Bridge flashed on them suddenly, 
the roar of the water as it rushed over the weirs sur- 
prised their ears, the postboys cracked their whips, and 
tiie carriage bounded and rattled over the steep pitch of 
the narrow bridge. A second or two later it came to a 
stand before the inn amid a crowd of helpers and stable 
lads, whose lanthoms daazled the travellers' eyes. 

Th^ stayed only to change horses, then were away 
again. But the halt sufficed to cool his courage; and as 
they pounded on monotonously through the night, the 
darkneea and the dim distances of river and lake — for 
they were approaching the shores of Windermere — ^pro- 
duced their natural effect on Henrietta's feelings. She 
had been travelling since early morning cooped and 
cramped within the narrow chaise; she had spent the 
previous night in a fever of suspense and restlessness. 
Now, though slowly, the gloom, the dark ontlinee of the 
woods, and that sense of lonelinees which seizes upon all 
who are flung for the first time among strange surround- 
ings, began to tell upon the spirits even of nineteen. 
She did not admit the fact to herself — she would have 
died before she confessed it to another; but disillusion 
bad bf^un its subtle task. 
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Here vere all the things for which she had panted — 
the dear, delightful things of which she had dreamed: 
tiie whirl of the post^haise through the night, the crack 
of the whips, the cries of the postboys, the lighted inns, 
the dripping woods, the fear of pursuit, the presence of 
her IovctI And already they were growing flat Al- 
ready the savour was escaping from them. There were 
tears in her heart, tears very near her eyes. 

He could have taken her hand then, and more than her 
hand. For suddenly she recognised, with a feeling 
nearer terror than her flighty nature had ever experi- 
enced before, her complete dependence on him. Hence- 
forth love, comfort, kindness, companionship — all must 
come from him. She had flung frwn her every stay but 
his, every hand but his. He was become her all, her 
world. And could she trust him? Not only with her 
honour — she never dreamed of doubting that — but could 
she trust him afterwards? To be kind to her, to be good 
to her, to be generous to her? Thoughtless, inexperi- 
enced, giddy as she was, Henrietta trembled. A pitiful 
flob rose in her throat It needed but little, very little, 
and she had cast herself in abandonment on her 
lover's breast and there wept out her fears and her 
doubts. 

Bnt he had also his ansietiee, and he let the moment 
pass by hira nnmarked. He had reasons, other and 
more urgent than those he had given her, for taking this 
road and for staying the night in a place whence White- 
haven and Carlisle were equally accessible; and those rea^ 
sons had seemed good enough in the day when the fear 
of pursuit had swayed him. They seemed less pertinent 
now. He began to wish that he had taken another road, 
pursued another course. And he was deep in a brown 
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stud;, in which love had no part, when an esdamation, 
at once of surprise and admiration, recalled him to the 
present. 

They had topped a bare ehoulder and come suddenly 
in sight of Lake Windermere, The moon had not long 
risen above the hills on their right, the water lay on 
their left; below them stretched a long pale mirror, 
whose borrowed light, passing over the dark woods which 
framed it, faintly lit and explored the stupendous fella 
and mountains that rose beyond. To Stewart it was no 
unfamiliar or noteworthy sight; and his eyes, after a 
passing glance of approval, turned to the road below 
tbem and marked with secret anxiety the spot where 
two or three lights indicated their halting-place. 

But to Henrietta the eight, as unexpected as it was 
beautiful, appealed in a manner never to be forgotten. 
She held her breath, and slowly her eyes filled. Half 
subdued by fatigue and darkness, half awake to the dan- 
gers and possibilities of her situatiou, she was in the 
mood most fit to he moved by the tender melancholy of 
the scene. She was feeling a craving for something — 
for something to comfort her, for something to reassure 
her, for something on which to lean in the absence of all 
the common things of life: and there broke on her the 
mystic beauty of this moonlit lake, and it melted her. 
Her heart, hitherto imtouched, awoke. The compact 
which she had made with her lover stood for naught. 
The tears running down her face, she turned to him, she 
held out her hands to him. 

"Kiss me!" she murmured. "And say — say you will 
be good to me I I have only you now 1 — only you I— only 
youl" 

He caught her in his arms and kissed her raptnronaly; 



^erwindow, on the side farther from the 1 
owing landlord, a voice inquired, "Horse 
tchaiee stopped. 
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Cheebpttl lights sUiUDg iiara the open doorway and 
the red-curtained windows of the inn, illumined the road 
immediately before it ; and if these and the change in all 
the surrouDdings did not at once dispel the loneliness 
at Henrietta's heart, at leaat they drove the tears from 
her eyes and the blushes from her cheeks. The cold 
moonlight, the unchuiging face of nature, had sobered 
and frightened her; the warmth of fire and candle, the 
sound of voices, and the low, homely front of the house, 
with its two projecting gables, reassured her. The for- 
lorn child who had flung herself into her lover's arms 
not forty seconds before was not to be recognised in the 
girl who alighted slowly and with gay self-pOBseseion, 
took in the scene at a glance, and won tbe hearts of ost- 
ler and stableboy by her ease and her fresh young beauty. 
She was bare-beaded, and her bigh-dressed hair, a little 
disordered by the journey, gleamed in tbe lanthom-ligbt. 
Her eyes were like stars. The landlord of tbe inn — 
known for twenty miles round as "Long Tom Gilson" — 
saw at a glance that the missus's tongue would run on 
her. He wished that he might not be credited with his 
hundred-and-thirty-first conquest I 

The thought, however, did not stand between him and 
his du^. "Sharp, Sam," he cried briskly. "Fire in 



ae lanasdy's charge. Is she here?'^ 

ilson turned toward the doorway, which 1 

Jy form fitted pretty tightly. 

Here, missus," he cried, "the young lady wa 

»ut Mrs. Gilson was a woman who was not 

lurried and before she reached the side of 

:e Stewart interposed; more roughly and no 

ly than seemed discreet in the .circumstances 

Let us go in, and settle that afterwards," he 

No." 

Yes," he retorted. And he grasped the gi 

itly. His voice was low, but insistent. "L 

ut the girl only vouchsafed him a look, half 

half indignant. She turned to the landlady. 

I am tired, and need no supper," she said. 

take me into a room, if you please, where I 

ice, as we go on early to-morrow." 

CJertainly," the landlady answered. She was 

!aced, heavy-browed woman. "But you ha 

) way, ma'am. Will you not take supper ' 

leman?" 

^o." 

) interposed. 
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she bad thwarted him, "We do not want to spend tlie 
night on the road, I suppose?" 

She did not reply. But none the less, as she followed 
Mrs. Gilson to the door, was she wondering what ailed 
him. She was unsuspicions by nature, and she would 
not entertain the thought that he wished her to act 
otherwise than she was acting. What was it then P Save 
for a burly man in a red waistcoat who stood in a lighted 
doorway farther along the front of the inn, and seemed 
to be watching their movements with lazy interest, there 
were only the people of the inn present. And tiie red- 
waistcoated man could hardly be in pursuit of them, for, 
for certain, he wm a stranger. Then what was it? 

She might have turned and asked h^ lover; but she 
was offended and she would not stoop. And before she 
thought better of it — or worse — she had crossed the 
threshold. A wanner air, an odour of spices and lemons 
and old nun, met her. On the left of the low-hrowed 
passage a half-open door offered a glimpse of shining 
glass and ruddy firelight; there was Mrs. Gilson's snug- 
gery, sometimes called the coach office. On the right a 
room with a long table spoke of coaching meals and a 
groaning board. From beyond these, from the pene- 
tralia of kitchen and pantry, came faint indications of 
plenty and the spit. 

A chombermaid was waiting at the foot of the narrow 
staircase to go before them with lights ; but the landlady 
took the candles herself, and dismissed the woman with a 
single turn of the eye. A habit of obedience to Mrs. Gil- 
son was the one habit of the inn, the one common ground 
on which all, from Tom Gilson to the smallest strapper 
in the stable, came together. 

The landlady went ponderously up before her guest 
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and opened the door of & dimity-hang chamber. It was 
small and simple, but of the cleanest. Hid in it were 
roBemary and lavender; and the leafless braochefl of a 
roee-trea whipped the diamond panes of the low, broad 
window. Mrs. Gilson lighted the two wax candles — 
"waxes" in those days formed part of every bill but the 
bagman's. Then she turned and looked at the girl with 
deliberate disapproval. 

"You will take nothing, ma'am, to eat?" she said. 

"No, thank you," Henrietta anawered. And then, re- 
senting the woman's look, "I may as well tell you," she 
continued, holding her head high, "that we have eloped, 
and are going to be married to-morrow. That is why I 
wished to be put in your charge." 

The landlady, with her great face frowning, contin- 
ued to look at the girl, and for a moment did not an- 
swer. 

At length, "You've run away," she said, "from your 
friends ?" 

Henrietta nodded loftily. 

" From a distance, I take it ?" 

"Yes." 

"Well," Mrs. Gilson rejoined, her face continuing to 
express growing disapproval, "there's a stock of fools 
near and far. And if I did my duty, young lady, there'd 
be one who would likely be thankful all her life." She 
took the anufEers and slowly and carefully snuffed the 
two candles. "If I did my duty, I'd lock you up and 
keep you safe till your friends came for you." 

"You are insolent," the girl cried, flaming up. 

"That depends," Mrs. Gilson retorted, with the ut- 
most coolness. "Fine feathers make fine birds. You 
may be my lady, or my lady's maid. Men are such foola 
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— all'a of the beat that's red and white. But I'm not so 
easy." 

Henrietta raised her chin a little higher. 

"Be good enough to leave the room I" she said. 

But the stout voman held her ground. 

"Not before I've said what I have to say," she an- 
swered. "It is one thing, and one thing only, hinders 
me doing what I ought to do, and what if you were my 
girl I'd wish another to do. And that ia— your friends 
may not want you back. And then, to be married to- 
morrow is like enough the beat you can do for yourself! 
And the sooner the better I" 

Henrietta's face turned scarlet, and she stamped on 
the floor. 

"You are awicked, insolent woman !" she said, "Yon 
do not know your place, nor mine. How dare you say 
such things to meP How dare you? Did you hear me 
bid you leave the room ?" 

"Hoity-toity I" 

"Yes, at once !" 

"Very good," Mrs. Gileon replied ponderously — "very 
good I But you may find worse friends thui me. And 
maybe one of them is downstairs now." 

"You hateful woman I" the girl cried; and had a 
glimpse of the landlady's red, frowning face as the 
woman turned for a last look in the doorway. Then the 
door closed, and she was left alone — alone with her 
thoughts. 

Her face burned, her neck tingled. She was very, very 
angry, and a little frightened. This was a scene in her 
elopement which anticipation had not pictured. It hu- 
miliated her — and scared her. To-morrow, no doubt, 
all would be well ; all would be cheerfulness, tenderness, 
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smiBhiiie; all would be on the right basis. But in the 
meantime the seiifie of forlomnesa which had attacked 
her in the chaise returned on her as her anger cooled, and 
with renewed strength. Her world, the world of her 
whole life up to daybreak of this day, was gone forever. 
In its place she had only this bare room with its small- 
paned casement and its dimity hangings and its clean 
scent Of cour^ he was below, and he was the world to 
her, and would make up a hundredfold what she had re- 
signed for him. But he was below, he was absent ; and 
meantime her ear and her heart ached for a tender word, 
a kind voice, a look of love. At least, she thought, he 
might have come under her window, and whistled the air 
that had been the dear signal for their meetings. Or he 
might have stood a while and chatted with her, and 
shown her that he was not offended. The severest prude, 
even that dreadful woman who had insulted her, could 
not object to that ! 

But he did not come. Of course he was supping — 
what things men were I And then, out of sheer loneli- 
ness, her eyes filled, and her thoughts of him grew ten- 
der and more humble. She dwelt on him no longer as 
her conquest, her admirer, the prize of her bow and spear, 
subject to her lightest whim and her most foolish ca- 
price; but as her all, the one to whom she must cling 
and on whom she must depend. She thought of him as- 
for ft brief while she had thought of him in the chaise. 
And she wondered with a chill of fear if she would be 
left after marriage as she was left now. She had heard 
of such things, but in the pride of her beauty, and his 
subjection, she had not thought that they could happen 
to her. Now But instead of dwelling on a possi- 
bility which fri^tened her, she vowed to be very good 
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to ^i'tti — good and tender and loyal, and a true wife. 
Tliey were resolutions that a trifling temptation, an 
hour's neglect or a cross word, might have overcome. 
But they were honest, they were sincere, they were made 
in the soberest moment that her young life had ever 
known; and they marked a at«p in development, a point 
in that progress from girlhood to womanhood which bo 
few hours might see complete. 

Meanwhile Mrs. Gileon had returned to her snuggery, 
wearing a face that, had the lemons and other comforts 
about her included cream, must have turned it sour. 
That snuggery, it may be, still exists in the older part of 
the Low Wood Inn. In that event it should have a value. 
For to it Mr, Samuel Rogers, the rich London banker, 
would Bometimes condescend from his apartments in the 
sooth gable ; and with him Mr. Kirkpatrick Sharp, a par- 
ticular gentleman who sniffed a little at the rum ; or Sir 
James Mackintosh, who, rumour had it, enjoyed some 
reputation in London as a writer. At times, too, Mr. 
Southey, Poet Laureate elsewhere, but here Squire of 
Qrets Hall, would stop on his way to visit his neighbour 
at Storrs — no such shorthorns in the world as Mr. Bol- 
ton's at Storrs ; and not seldom he brought with him a 
London gentleman, Mr. Brougham, whose vanity in op- 
posing the Lowthcr interest at the late election had 
almost petrified Mrs, Gilson. Mr. Brougham called 
himself a Whig, but Mrs. Gilson held him little bet- 
ter than a Radical — a kind of cattle seldom seen in 
those days outside the dock of an assize court. Or 
sometimes the visitor was that queer, half-moithered 
Mr. Wordsworth at Bydal ; or Mr. Wilson of Elleray 
with his great voice and his homespun jacket. He 
bad a sort of name too; but if he did anything 
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better than he fished, the head ostler was a Dutch- 
man I 

The visits of these great people, however — not that 
Mrs, Gilson blenched before them, she blenehed before 
nobody short of Lord Lonsdale — had place in the snin- 
mer. To-night the landlady's aanetiun, instead of its 
complement of favourite giiests gathered to stare at Mr. 
Southey's last order for "Horses on !" boasted but a sin- 
gle tenant. Even he sat where the landlady did not at 
once see him; and it was not until she had cast a log 
on the dogs with a violence which betrayed her feelings 
that he announced his presence by a cough. 

"There's the sign of a good house," he said with ap- 
proval. " Never unprepared I — never unprepared I Come 
late, come early — coach, chaise, or gig— it is all one to a 
good house." 

"UmphI" 

"It is a pleasure to sit by" — ^he waved his pipe with 
unction — "and to see a thing done properly I" 

"Ay, it's a pleasure to many to sit by," the landlady 
answered with withering sarcasm. "It's an easy way 
of making a living — especially if you are waiting for 
what doesn't come. Put a red waistcoat on old Sam 
the postboy, and he'd sit by and see as well as an- 
otlier 1" 

The man in the red waJst^siat chuckled. 

"I'm glad they don't take you into council at Bow 
Street, ma'am I" he said. 

"They might do worse." 

"They might do better," he rejoined. "They might 
take you into the force! I warrant" — with a look of 
respectful admiration — "if they did there's little would 
escape you. Now that young lady?" He indicated the 
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Tipper regions with hie pipe. "Postboys efty she came 
from Lancaster. But from where before that ?" 

"Wherever she's from, she did not tell me!" Mrs. 
Gilson snapped. 

"Ah!" 

"And what is more, if she had, I shonldn't tell you." 

"Oh, come, eomo, ma'am!" Mr. Bishop waa mildly 
shocked. "Oh, come, ma'am! That is not like you. 
Think of the King and his royal prerogative !" 

"Fiddlesticks!" 

Mr. Bishop looked quite staggered. 

"You don't mean it," he said — "you don't indeed. 
You would not have the Badicals and Jacobins ramping 
over the country, shooting honest men in their shops and 
burning and ravaging, and — and generally playing the 

devil r 

"I suppose you think it is you that stops them?" 

"No, ma'am, no," with a modest smile. "I don't stop 
them. I leave that to the yeomanry — old England's 
bulwark and their country's pride ! But when the yeo- 
manry 've done their part, I take them, and the law 
passes upon them. And when they have been himg or 
transported and an example made, then you sleep com- 
fortably in your beds. That is what I do. And I think 
I may say that next to Mr. Nadin of Manchester, who is 
the greatest man in our line out of London, I have done 
as mach in that way as another." 

Mrs. Gilson sniffed contemptuously. 

"Well," she said, "if you have never done more than 
you've done since you've been here, it's a wonder the 
roof's on I Though what you expected to do, except keep 
a whole skin, passes me! There's the Chronicle in to- 
day, and such talks of riots at Glasgow and Paisley, and 
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such meetings here and alarms there, it is a wonder to 
me" — ^with sarcasm — "th^ can do without you! To 
judge by what I hear, Lancashire way is just a kettle of 
tronblee and boiling over, and bread that price everybody 
is wanting to take the old King's crown off his head." 

"And his head off his body, ma'am I" Mr. Bishop add- 
ed solemnly. 

" So that ife little good you and your yeomanry seem 
to have done at Manchester, except get yourselves 
abused!" 

"Ma'am, the King's crown is on his head," Mr. Bishop 
retorted, "and his head ia on his body 1" 

"Well ? Not that his head is much good to him, poor 
mad gentleman!" 

"And King Louis, ma'am, years ago — what of him? 
The King of Prance, ma'am ? Crown gone, head gone — 
all gone! And why? Because there was not a good 
blow struck iu time, ma'am ! Because, poor, foolish for^ 
eigner, he had no yeomanry and no Bow Street, ma'am ! 
But the Government, the British Government, is wiser. 
They are brave men — ^brave noblemen, I should say," 
Mr, Bishop amended with respect, — "but with treason 
and misprision of treason stalking the land, with the low- 
er orders, that should behave themselves lowly and rever- 
ently to all their betters, turned to ramping, roaring 
Jacobins seeking whom they may devour, and whose ma- 
chine they may break, my lords would not sleep in their 
beds — ^no, not they, brave men as they are — if it were 
not for the yeomanry and the runners." He had to 
pause for breath. 

Mrs. Gilson coughed dryly. 

"Leather's a fine thing," she said, "if you believe the 
cobbler." 




A RED WAISTCOAT 23 

"Well," Mr. Bishop answered, nodding hie head con- 
fidently, "ifs so far true you'd do ill vithout it." 

But Mrs. Gilson was equal to the situation. 

"Ay, underfoot," she said. "But everything in its 
place. My man, he be mad upon tod-hunting; but I 
never knew him go to Manchester 'Change to seek one." 

"No?" Mr. Bishop held his pipe at arm's length, and 
smiled at it mysteriously. "Yet I've seea one there," 
he continued, "or in euch another place." 

"Where?" 

"Common Garden, London." 

"It was in a box, then." 

"It was, ma'am," Mr. Bishop replied, with smiling 
emphasifi. "It was in a box — 'safe bind, safe find,' 
ma'am. That's the motto of my line, and that was it 
precisely I More by tokeu ifs not outside the bounds of 
possibility you may see" — he glanced towards the door 
as he knocked his pipe against his top-boot — "one of my 
tods in a boz before morning." 

Mrs. Gilson shot out her underlip and looked at him 
darkly. She never stooped to express surprise; but she 
was surprised. There was no mistaking the ring of tri- 
umph in the runner's tone ; yet of all the unlikely things 
within the landlady's range none seemed more unlikely 
than that he should fliu<h his game there. She had asked 
herself more than once why he was there; and why no 
coach stopped, no chaise changed horses, no rider passed 
or bagman halted, without running the gauntlet of his 
eye. For in that country of lake and mountain were 
neither riots nor meetings; and though Lancashire lay 
near, the echoes of strife sounded but weakly and fitfully 
across Cartmel Sands. Mills might be burning in 
Cb^sdle and Freston, men might be drilling in BoUaod 
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and Whitewell, sedition might be preaching in Manches- 
ter, all England might be in a flame with dear bread and 
no work,Corbett's Twopenny Hegister and Orator Hunt's 
declamations — but neither the glare nor the noise had 
much effect on Windennere. Mr. Bishop's presence 

there seemed superfluous therefore; seemed But 

before she could come to the end of her logic, her staid 
waiting-maid appeared, demanding four pramyworth of 
old Geneva for the gentleman in Mr. Rogers's room ; and 
when she was serving, Mrs. Gilson took refuge in in- 
credulity. 

"A man must talk if he can't do," she said — "if he's 
to live." 

Mr. Bishop smiled, and patted his buckskin breeches 
with confidence. 

"You'll believe ma'am," he saJd, "when you see him 
walk into the coach with the handcuffs on his wrists." 

"Ay, I shall!" 

The innuendo in the landlady's tone was so plain that 
her husband, who had entered while she was rinsing the 
noggin in which she had measured the gin, chuckled 
audibly. She turned an awful stare on him, and he col- 
lapsed. The Bow Street runner was less amenable to 
discipline. 

"You sent the lad, Tom ?" he asked. 

The landlord nodded, with an apprehensive eye on his 
wife. 

"He should be back" — Mr, Bishop consulted a huge 
silver watch — "by eleven." 

"Ay, sure." 

"Where has he gone?" Mrs. Gilson asked, with an 
ominous face. 

She seldom interfered in stable matters; bnt if she 
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chose, it was understood that no d^)artmeiit was outside 
her survey. 

"Only to Kendal with a message for me," Bishop an- 
swered. ' 

"At tiiis time of the night?" 

"Ma'am" — Mr. Bishop rose and tapped his red waist- 
coat with meaning, almost with dignity — "the King has 
need of him. The Kin g — God bless and restore him to 
health — will pay, and handsomely. For the why and 
the wherefore he has gone, his majesty's gracioos prerog^ 
ative is to say nothing" — with a smile. "That is the 
rule in Bow Street, and for this time we'll make it the 
rule under Bow Fell, if you please. Moreover, what he 
took I wrote, ma'am, and as he cannot read and I sent 
it to one who will give it to another, his majesty will 
enjoy his prerogative as he should !" 

There was a spaxk in Mrs. Gilson's eye; Fortunately 
the runner saw it, and before she could retort he slipped 
out, leaving the storm to break about her husband's head. 
Some who had known Mr. Gilson in old days won- 
dered how he bore his life, and why he did not hang him- 
self — Mrs. Qilson'e tongue was so famous. And more 
said he had. reason to hang himself. Only a few, and 
they the wisest, noted that he who had once been Long 
Tom Gilson grew fat and rosy ; and these quoted a prov- 
erb about the wind and the shorn lamb. One — it was 
Bishop himself, but he had known them no more than 
three weeks — said nothing when the question was raised, 
but tapped his nose and winked, and looked at Long Tom 
08 if he did not pity him overmuch. 



CHAPTER III 

■A. WEDDINQ HORNING 

In one particular at least the Bow Street runner vas 
right. The Government which ruled England in that 
year, 1819, was made up of brave men; whether they 
were vise men or great men, or far-se^g men, is an- 
other question. The peace which followed Waterloo had 
been welcomed with enthusiasm. Men supposed that it 
would put an end to the enormous taxation and the 
strain which the nation had borne bo gallantly during 
twenty years of war. The goddess of prosperity, with 
her wings of silver and her feathers of gold, was to bless 
a people which had long known only paper money. In a 
twinkling every trade was to flourish, every class to be 
more comfortable, every man to. have work and wage, 
plenty and no tases. 

Instead, there ensued a period of want and misery al- 
most without a parallel. During the war the country 
had been self-supporting, wheat had risen, land suitable 
and unsuitable had been enclosed and tilled. Bread had 
been dear but work had been plentiful. Now, at the pros- 
pect of open ports, wheat fell, land was left derelict, 
farmers were ruined, labourers in thousands went on the 
rates. Nor among the whirling looms of Lancashire or 
the furnaces of Staffordshire were things better. Gov- 
emm^t orders ceased with the war, while the exhausted 
Continent was too poor to buy. Here also thousands 
yiW9 cast out of work. 
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The cause of the country's miefortimes might be this 
or that. Whatever it was, the working classes suffered 
greater hardships than at any time during the war; and 
finding no anxiety to sympathise in a Parliament which 
represented their betters, began to form — ominous sign 
^-clubs, and clubs within clubs, and to seek redress by 
unlawful means. An open rising broke out in the Fen 
country, and there was fighting at Littleport and Ely, 
There were riots at Spa Fidds in London, where murder 
was committed; and there were riots again, which al- 
most amounted to a rebellion, in Derbyshire. At Stock- 
port and in Birmingham immense mob meetings took 
place. In the northern counties the sky was reddened 
night after night by incendiary fires. In the Midlands 
looms were broken snd furnaces extinguished. In Lan- 
cashire and Yorkshire the air was Bulleh with strikes and 
secret plottings, and spies, and cold and famine. 

In the year 1819 things came to a kind of head. There 
was a meeting at Manchester in August. It was such a 
meeting as had never been seen in England. There were 
sixty thousand at it, there were eighty thousand, there 
were ninety thousand — some said one, some said tiie 
other. It was so large, at any rate, that it was di£ficult 
to say that it was not dangerous; and beyond doubt 
many there would have snatched at the least chance of 
rapine. Be that as it may, the magistrates, in the face 
of BO great a concourse, lost their heads. They ordered a 
small force of yeomanry to disperse the gathering. The 
yeomanry became entangled— a second charge was need- 
ful: the multitude fled every way. In ten minutes the 
ground was clear; but six lives were lost and seventy 
persons were injured. 

At once all England was cleft into parties — that 
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which upheld the charge, and that which condemned it 
Feelings which had been confined to the lower orders 
spread to the npper; and while from this iate the sec- 
tion which waa to pass the Reform Bill took new shape, 
nndergroimd more desperate enterprises were breeding. 
Undismayed the people met at Paisley and at Glasgow, 
and at each place there were collisions with the soldiery. 
Mr. Bishop had grounda, therefore, for his opinion of 
the Government of which he shared the favour with the 
yeomanry — their country's bulwark and its pride. But 
it is fu far cry to Windermere, and no offset from the 
Btorm which was convulsing Lancashire stirred the face 
of the lake when Henrietta opened her window next 
morning and looked out on the day which was to change 
all for her. The air was still, the water grey and smooth, 
no gleam of sun showed. Yet the general aspect waa 
mild ; and would have been cheerful, if the more distant 
prospect which for the first time broke upon Henrietta's 
eyea had not raised it and her thoughts to the sublime. 
Beyond the water, above the green slopes and wooded 
knobs which fringed the lake, rose, ridge behind ridge, 
a wall of mountains. It stretched from the Peak of 
Coniston on the left, by the long snow-flecked screes of 
Bow Fell, to the icy points of the Langdales on the 
right — a new world, remote, clear, beautiful, and still : 
BO still, so remote, that it seemed to preach a sermon — 
to calm the hurry of her morning thoughts, and the tu- 
mult of youth within her, 8he stood awhile in awe. But 
her hair was about her shoulders, she was only half- 
dressed; and by-and-by, when her first surprise waned, 
she bethought herself that he might be below, and she 
drew back from the window with a blush. What more 
likely, what more loverlike, than that he should be be- 
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low? Waiting — on this morning which was to crown 
hie hopes — for the firet eight of her face, the first open- 
ing of her lattice, tlie gleam of her white arm on the sill F 
Had it been summer, and had the rose-tree which framed 
the window been in bloom, what joy to drop with trem- 
bling fingers a bud to him, and to know that he would 
treasure it all his life — ^her last maiden gift! And he? 
Surely he would have sent her an armful to await her 
rising, that as she dressed she might plunge her face 
into their perfume, and silently plighting her troth to 
him, renew the pure resolves which she had made in the 
night hours I 

But when she peeped out shyly, telling herself that 
she was foolish to blush, and that the time for blushing 
was past, she failed to discover him. There was a girl — 
handsome after a dark fashion — seated on a. low wall on 
tiiQ farther side of the road ; and a group of four or five 
men were standing in front of the inn door, talking in 
excited tones. Conceivably he might be one of the men, 
for she could hear them better than she could see them — 
the door being a good deal to (me side. But when she 
had cautiously opened her window and put out her head 
— ^her hair by this time being dressed — ^he was not among 
them. 

She was drawing in her head, uncertain whether to 
pout or not, when her eyes met those of the young woman 
on the wall; and the latter smiled. Possibly she bad 
noted the direction of Henrietta's glance, and drawn her 
inference. At any rate, her smile was so marked and so 
malicious that Henrietta felt her cheek grow hot, and 
lost no time in drawing back and closing the window. 

"What a horrid girl !" she exclaimed. 

Stilly after the first fiush of annoyance, she would have 
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thought no more of it — ^woiild indeed have laughed at 
herself for her fancy — ^if Mrs. Gilson's strident voice had 
not at that motnent brought the girl to her feet. 

"Bess! Bess Hinkson!" the landlady cried, appar- 
ently from the doorway. "Haet come with the milk? 
Then oome right in and let me have it? What are you 
gaping at there, you gaby? What has't to do with thee? 
I do think" — with venom — "the world is full of fools!" 

The girl with a sullen air took up a milk-pail that 
stood beside her; she wore the short linsey petticoat of 
the rustic of that day, and a homespun bodice. Her hair, 
brilliantly black, and as thick as a horse's mane, vob 
covered only bj a handkerchief knotted under her chin. 

"Bess Hinkson? What a horrid namel" H^irietta 
muttered aa she watched het cross the road. She did not 
dream that she would ever see tiie girl again : the more as 
the men's voices — she was nearly ready to descend — 
fixed her attention next. She caught a word, then lis- 
tened. 

"The devil's in it if he's not gone Whitehaven way I" 
one said. "Thafs how he's gone I Through Carlisle, 
say you? Not he!" 

"But without a horse ? He'd no horse." 

"And what if he'd not?" the first speaker retorted, 
with the impatience of superior intellect. "It's Tues- 
day, the day of the Man packet-boat, and he'd be away 
in her." 

"But the packet don't leave Whit^iaven till noon," a 
third struck in. "And they'll be there and nab him be- 
fore that. S'belp me, he has not gone Whitehaven way I" 

"Maybe he'd take a boat?" 

"He'd lack the tiqje" — with scorn. 

"He's took a boat here," anoth^ maintained. "TTiafs 
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vbat be has done. He's took a boat here and gone down 
in the dark to Newbj Bridge." 

"But there's not a boat gone!" another speaker re- 
torted in triumph. " What do you say to that ?" 

So far Henrietta's ear followed the argument; but her 
mind lagged at the point where the matter touched her, 

"The Man packet-boat?" she thought, aa she tied the 
last ribbon at her neck and looked aidewajs at her ap- 
pearance in the squat, filmy mirror. "That must be the 
boat to the Isle of Man. It leaves Whitehaven the same 
day as the Scotch boat, then. Perhaps there is but one, 
and it goes on to the Isle of Man. And I ehall go by it. 
And then — and then " 

A knock at the door severed the thread, and drove the 
unwonted languor from her eyes. She caat a last look at 
her reflection in the glass, and turned herself about that 
she might review her back-hair. Then she swept the 
table with her eye, and began to atuS this and that into 
her baudbox. The knock was repeated. 

"I am coming," she cried. She cast one very last look 
round the room, and, certain that she had left nothing, 
took up her bonnet and a shawl which she had used for a 
wrap over her riding-dress. She crossed the room to- 
wards the door. As she raised her hand to the latch, a 
smile lurked in the dimples of her cheeks. There was a 
gleam of fun in her eyes; the lighter side of her was 
uppermost again. 

It was not her lover, however, who stood waiting out- 
side, but Modest Ann — she went commonly by that name 
— the waiting-maid of the inn, who was said to mould 
herself on her mistress and to be only a trifle less formid- 
able when roused. The two were something alike, for the 
maid was buxom and florid; and fame told of battles 
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between them wheoce no ordinary woman, no ordinary 
tongue, no mortal save Mrs. GiUon, could have issued 
Tictorious. Fame had it also that Modest Ann remained 
after, her defeat only by reason of an attachment, held 
by most to be hopeless, to the head ostler. And for cer- 
tain, severe as she was, she permitted s<Hue liberty of 
speech on the subject 

Henrietta, however, did not fenow that here was an- 
other slave of love; and her face fell. 

"Is Mr. Stewart waiting?" she asked. 

"No, miss," the woman answered, civilly enough, but 
staring as if she could never see enough of her. "But 
Mrs. Gilson will be glad if you'll speak to her." 

Henrietta raised her eyebrows. It was on the tip of 
her tongue to answer, "Then let her come to me I" But 
she remembered that these people did not know who she 
was — knew indeed nothing of her. And she answered 
instead: "I will come. Where is she?" 

"This way, miss. I'll show you the way." 

Henrietta wondered, as tlic woman conducted her 
along several low-ceiled passages, and up and down odd 
stairs, and past windows which disclosed the hill rising 
immediately at the back of the house, what the landlady 
wanted. 

"She is an odious woman !" she thought, with irnpa* 
tience. "How horrid she was to me last night! If ever 
there was a bully, she is one ! And this creature looks 
not much better !" 

Modest Ann, turning her head at the moment, belied 
the ill opinion by pointing out a step in a dark comer. 

"There is a stair here, miss," she said. "Take care." 

"Thank you," Henrietta answered in her clear, girlish 
voice, "Is Mr. Stewart with Mrs. Wliafs her name?" 
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"Mrs. GilaonF No, miBB." 

And pausing, the woman opened a door, and made 
way for Henrietta to enter. 

At that instant — and strange to say, not before — a 
dreadful auspieion leapt up in the girl's brain. What if 
her brother had followed her, and was there? Or worse 
still. Captain Clyne? What if she were summoned to 
be confronted with them and to be taken home in shame- 
ful durance, after the fashion of a naughty child that 
had behaved badly and was in disgrace? The fire sprang 
to her eyea, her cheeks burnt. It was too late to retreat ; 
but her pretty head went up in the air, and her look as 
she entered spoke flat rebellion. She swept the room 
with a glance of flame. 

However, there was no one to be burned up : no broth- 
er, no alighted, abandoned suitor. In the room, a good- 
sized, pleasant room, looking on the lake, were only Mrs. 
Gilson, who stood beside the table, which was laid for 
breakfast, and a strange man. The man was gazing 
from the window, but he turned abruptly, disclosing a 
red waistcoat, as her eye fell on him. She looked from 
one to the other in great surprise, in growing surprise. 
What did the man there? 

"Whore is Mr. Stewart?" she asked, her frigid tone 
expressing her feelings. "Is he not here?" 

Mrs. Gilson seemed about to answer, but the man fore- 
stalled her. 

"No, miss," he said, "he is not." 

"Where is he?" 

She asked the question with undisguised sharpness. 

Mr. Bishop nodded like a man well pleased. 

"That is the point, miss," he answered — "precisely. 
Where is he?" 
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Henrietta, high-spirited and thonghtlese, was more 
prone to anger than to fear, to resentment than to pa- 
tience. But all find something formidable in the nn- 
known ; and the presence of this man who spoke with so 
much aplomb, and referred to her lover as if he had some 
concern in him, was enough to inspire her with fear and 
set her on her guard. Nevertheless, she could not quite 
check the first impulse to resentment; the man's very 
presence was a liberty, and her tone when she epoke be- 
trayed her sense of this. 

"I have no doubt," she said, "that Mr. Stewart can 
be found if you wish to see him." She turned to Mrs. 
Gilaon. "Be good enough," she said, "to send some one 
in search of him." 

"I have done that already," the man Bishop answered. 

The landlady, who did not move, seemed tongue-tied. 
But she did not take her eyes off the girl. 

Henrietta frowned. She threw her bonnet and shawl 
on a side-table. 

"Be good enough to send again, then," she said, turn- 
ing and speaking in the indifferent tone of one who was 
wont to have her orders obeyed. "He is probably within 
call. The chaise is ordered for ten," 

Bishop advanced a step and tapped the palm of one 
hand with the fingers of the other. 
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"That is the point, mies!" he said impressively. 
"You've hit it. The chaise is ordered for ten. It is 
nine now, within a minute — and the gentleman cannot 
be found." 

"Cannot be found?" she echoed, in astonishment at 
his familiarity. "Cannot be found?" She tnrned im- 
perioudy to Mrs. Qilson. "What does this person 
mean?" she said. And her tone was brave. But the 
coloar cajne and went in her cheeks, and the first flutter 
of alarm darkened her eyes. 

The landlady found her voice. 

"He means," she said bluntly, "that he did not sleep 
in his bed last night." 

"Mr. Stewart?" 

"The gentleman who came with yon." 

"Oh, but," Henrietta cried, "you must be jesting?" 
She would not, she could not, give way to the douht that 
assailed her. 

"It is no jest," Bishop answered gravely, and with 
something like pi^ in his voice. For the girl looked very 
fair and very young, and wore her dignity prettily. "It 
is no jest, miss, believe me. But perhaps we could read 
the riddle — we should know more, at any rate — if you 
were to tell us from what part you came yesterday." 

But she had her wits about her, and she was not going 
to tell them that I No, no! Moreover, on the instant 
she had a thought — that this was no jest, but a trick, a 
cruel, cowardly trick, to draw from her the knowledge 
which they wanted, and which she must not give ! Se- 
cond doubt that was it; she snatched thankfully at the 
notion. This odious woman, taking advantage of Stew- 
art's momentary absence, had called in the mail, and 
thought to bully her, a young girl in a strange place, out 
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of the information which she had wished to get the 
night before. 

The impertinents I But she would be a match for 
them. 

"That is my aflfair," she said. 

"But " 

"And will remain so!" she continued warmly. "For 
the rest, I am inclined to think that this is a trap of 
some sort ! If so, you may be sure that Mr. Stewart will 
know how to resent it, and any impertinence offered to 
me. You" — she turned suddenly upon Mrs. Gilson — 
"yon ought to be ashamed of yourself !" 

Mrs. Gilson nodded oracularly. 

"I am ashamed of somebody," she said. 

The girl thought that she was gaining the advantage. 

"Then at once," aha said, "let Mh Stewart know that 
I am waiting for him. Do you hear, madam?" she 
stamped the floor with her foot, and looked the pretty 
fury to the life. "And see that this person leaves the 
room. Good-morning, sir. You will hear from Mr. 
Stewart what I think of your intrusion," 

Bishop opened his mouth to reply. Bnt he caught 
Mrs. Gilsoa'a eye ; and by a look, such a look as appalled 
even the Bow Street runner's stout heart, she indicated 
the door. After a second of hesitation he passed out 
meekly. 

When he waa gone, "Very good, miss," the landlady 
said in the tone of one who restrained her temper with 
difficulty — "very good. But if you're to be ready you'd 
best eat your breakfast — if, that is, it is good enough for 
■you !" she added. And with a very grim face she swept 
from the room and left Henrietta in possession of the 
field. 
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The girl sprang to the window and looked up and 
down the road. She had the same view of the mild au- 
tumn morning, of the grey lake and distant range of 
hills which had calmed her thoughts an hour earlier. 
But the beauty of the scene availed nothing now. She 
was flushed with vexation — impatient, resentful. Where 
was he ? He was not in sight. Then where could he be? 
And why did he leave her? Did he think that he need 
no longer press his suit, that the need for pettia soins and 
attentions was over? Oh, but she would show him ! And 
in a moment all the feelings of the pett«d, spoiled girl 
were np in arms. 

"They are horrid !" she cried, angry tears in her eyes, 
"It's an outrage — a perfect outrage ! And he is no bet- 
ter. How dare he leave me, this morning of all morn- 
ings ?" 

On which there might have stolen into her mind — so 
monstrous did his neglect seem — a doubt, a suspicion; 
the doubt and the suspicion which she repelled a few 
minutes earlier. But, as she turned, her eyes fell on the 
breakfast-table; and vexation was not proof against a 
healthy appetite. 

"I will show him," she thought resentfully, "that I 
am not so dependent on him as he thinks. I shall not 
wait — I shall take my breakfast. That odious woman 
was right for once." 

. And she sat down in the seat placed for her. But as 
quickly she was up again, and at tJie oval glass over the 
mantel — ^where Samuel Rogers had often viewed his 
cadaverous face — to inspect herself and be sure that she 
was looking her beet, so that his despair, when he came 
and found her cold and distant, would be the deeper. 
Soon satieSed, she returned, smiling dangerously, to her 
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seat ; and this time she fell-to upon the ^gs and girdle- 
cakes, and the home-cured ham, and the tea at ten shil- 
lings a pound. Tlie room had a window to the lake and 
a second window which looked to the south and was not 
far from the first. Though low-ceiled, it was of a fair 
size, with a sunk cupboard, with glazed upper doors, on 
each side of the fireplace, and cushioned eeata io the 
window-places. In a recess near the door — the room 
was full of corners — ^were hook-shelves ; and on the other 
side of the door stood a tall clock with a very pale face. 
The furniture was covered with some warm red stuff, 
well worn ; and an air of that snug comfort which was 
valued bj Englishmen of the day pervaded all, and 
went well with the scent of the China tea. 

But neither tea nor comfort, nor the cheerful blaze 
on the hearth, could long hold Henrietta's thoughts; 
nor resentment repress her anxiety. Presently she began 
to listen after every mouthful: her fork was as often 
suspended as at work. Her pretty face grew troubled 
and her brow more deeply puckered, imtil her wandering 
eye fell on the clock, and she saw that the slowly jerkiug 
hand was on the verge of the half-hour. 

Then she sprang up, honestly frightened. She flew 
to the window that looked on the lake and peered out 
anxiously; thence to the side window, but she got no 
glimpse of him. She came back distracted to the table 
and stood pressing her hands to her eyes. What if they 
were right, and he had not slept in his bed? What if 
something had happened to him? But that was im- 
possible ! Impossible ! Things did not happen on 
such mornings as this ! On wedding mornings I Yet 
if that were the case, and they had sent- for her that 
they might break it to her — and then their hearts, evin 
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that woman's hearty had failed them? What — what 
then? 

She was trying to repel the thought when she fancied 
that Bhe heard a sound at the door, and with a gasp of 
relief she looked up. If he had entered at that moment, 
she would have flung herself into his arms and forgiven 
all and forgotten all. But he did not enter, and her 
heart sank again, and lower. She went slowly to the 
door and listened, and found that the sound which she 
had heard was caused by the whispering of persons out- 
side. 

She summoned her pride to her aid then. She opened 
the door to its full extent and walked hack to the table, 
and turning, waited haughtily for them to enter. But 
to speak, to command her voice, was harder, and it was 
all she could do to murmur, 

"Something has happened to him" — her lip fluttered 
ominously — "and you have come to tell me ?" 

"Nothing that I know of," Bishop answered cheer- 
fully. He and the landlady had walked in and closed 
the door behind them. "Nothing at all." 

"No?" She could hardly believe him. 

"Not the least thing in life, miss," he repeated. "He's 
alive and well for what I know — alive and well !" 

She sat down on & chair that stood beside her, and 
the colour flowed back to her cheeks. She laughed 
weakly. 

"I was afraid that something bad happened," she 
murmured. 

"No," Mr. Bishop answered, more seriously, "ifs not 
that It's not that, miss. But all the same ifs trouble. 
Now if you were to tell me," he continued, leaning for- 
Vard perBuasively, "where you come from, I need hare 
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hardly a word with you. I Chn see you're a lady; your 
friends will come; and, etelp me, in six months you'll 
have your matie again, and not know it happened! 
Now " 

"I shall not tell you," she said. 

The officer shook his head, surprised by her firmness. 

"Come now, miss — be advised," he urged. "Be rea- 
sonable. Just think for once that others may know 
better than you, and save me the trouble — that's a good 
young lady," 

But the wheedling appeal, the familiar tone, grated on 
her. Her fingers, tapping on the table, betrayed im- 
patience as well as alarm. 

"I do not understand you," she said, with some return 
of her former distance. "If nothing has happened to 
Mr, Stewart, I do not understand what you can have to 
say to me, nor why you are here." 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

"Well, miss," he said, "if you must have it, you must. 
I'm bound to say you are not a young lady to take a 
hint," 

That frightened her, 

" If nothing has happened to him " she murmured, 

and looked from one to the other; from Mr, Bishop's 
smug face to the landlady's stolid visage. 

"It's not what has happened to him," the runner 
answered bluntly. "It is what is likely to happen to 
him," 

He drew from his pocket aa he spoke a large leather 
case, unstrapped it, and put the strap, which would have 
handily spliced a cart-trace of these days, between his 
teeth. Then he carefully selected from the mass of 
papers which the ease contained a single letter. It was 
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written, as the letters of that day were written, on three 
Bides of a square sheet of coarsish paper. The fourth 
side served for envelope — that is, it bore the address and 
seal. But Bishop was careful to fold the letter in such 
a way that these and the greater part of the writing were 
hidden. He proffered the paper, so arranged, to Hen- 
rietta. 

"D'you know the handwriting," he asked, "of that 
letter, miss?" 

She had watched his actions with fascinated eyes, 
and could not think, could not imagine, whither they 
tended. She was really frightened now. But her metUe 
was high ; she had the nerves of youth, and she hid her 
dismay. The hand with which she took the letter was 
steady as a rock, the manner with which she looked at 
it composed; but no sooner had her eyes fallen on the 
writing than she uttered an exclamation, and the colour 
rose to her cheeks. 

"How did you get this?" she cried. 

"No, miss, no," the runner answered. "One a^ a 
time. The question is. Do you know the fist? The hand- 
writing, I mean. But I see you do." 

"It is Mr. Stewart's," she answered. 

He glanced at Mrs. Gilson as if to bespeak her at- 
tention. 

"Just 80," he said. "It is Mr. Stewart's. And I 
warrant you have others like it, and could prove the fact 
if it were needed. No — don't read it, miss, if you 
please," he continued. "You can tell me without that 
whether the gentleman has any friends in these parts." 

"None," 

"That you know of?" 

"I never heard of any," she answered. Her astonish- 
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nent was so great that she did not now tMnk of refusing 
to answer. And besides, here was his handwriting. 
And why did he not come? The clock was on the point 
of striking; at this hour, at this minute, they should 
have been leaving the door of the inn. 

"No, miss," Bishop answered, exchanging a look with 
the landlady. "Just so, you've never heard of any. Then 
one more question, if you pleaee. You are going north, 
to Scotland, to be married to-day? Now which way, I 
wonder ?" 

She frowned at him in silence. She began to see his 
drift 

"By Keswick and Carlisle?" he continued, watching 
her face. " Or by Kendal and Penrith ? Or by Cocker- 
mouth and Whitehaven ? But no. There's only the Isle 
of Man packet out of Whitehaven," 

"It goes on to Dumfries," she said. The words escaped 
her in spite of herself. 

He smiled as he shook his bead. 

"Ho," he said; "it'd be a very long way round if it 
did. But Mr. Stewart told you that, did he? I see 
he did. Well, you've had an escape, miss. Thaf s all 
I can say," 

The colour rose to her very brow, but her eyes met 
his boldly. 

"How?" she said. "What do you mean?" 

"How?" he repeated, "If you knew, miss, who the 
man was — ^your Mr, Stewart — ^you'd know how — and 
what you have escaped !" 

"\\'ho he was?" she muttered. 

"Ay, who he was!" he retorted. "I can tell you tliis 
at least, young lady," he added bluntly, "he's the man 
that's very badly wanted — unconunonly badly wanted!" 
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— with a grin — ^"in more places than one, bat nowhere 
more than where he came from." 

"Wanted?" she said, the colour fading in her dieek. 
"For what? What do you mean?" 

"For what?" 

"That is what I asked." 

His face was a picture of importance and solemnity. 
He looked at the landlady as much as to say, "See how 
I will prostrate her !" But nothing indicated his sense 
of the avowal he was going to make so mnch as the fact 
that instead of raising his voice he lowered it. 

"You shall have the answer, miss, though I thought 
to spare you," he said. "He's wanted for being an un- 
common desperate villain, I am sorry to say. For trea- 
son, and misprision of treason, and conspiracy. Ay, but 
that's the man you've come away with," shaking hia head 
solemnly. "He's wanted for bloody conspiracy — ay, it 
is so indeed — equal to any Guy Fawkes, against my lord 
the King, his crown and dignity ! Seven indictments — 
and not mere counts, miss — have been found against him, 
■ and those who were with him, and him the worst! And 
when he's taken, as he's sure to be taken by-and-by, he'll 
suffer I" And Mr. Bishop nodded portentously. 

Her face was quite white now. 

"Mr. Stewart?" she gasped. 

"You call him Stewart," the runner replied coolly. 
"I call him Walterson — Walterson the younger. But he 
has passed by a capful of names. Anyway, he's wanted 
for the business in Spa Fields in '16, and half a dozen 
things besides!" 

The colour returned to Henrietta's cheeks with a rush. 
Her fine eyes glowed, her lips parted. 

"A conspirator!" she murmured. "A conspirator!" 
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She fondled the word as if it had been "love" or 
"kisses." "I suppose, then," she continued, with a side- 
long look at Bishop, "if he were tak^i he would lose his 
life?" 

"Sure as egga!" 

Henrietta drew a deep breath; and with the same 
sidelong look : 

"He would be beheaded — in the Tower?" 

The runner laughed with much enjoyment 

"Lord save your innocent heart, miss," he said — ^"no ! 
He would just hang outside Newgate." 

She shuddered violently at that. The glow of eye and 
cheek faded, and tears rose instead. She walked to a 
window, and with her back to them dabbed her eyes with 
her handkerchief. Then she turned, 

"Is that all?" she said, 

"Good God!" Bishop cried. He stared, nonplussed. 
"Is that all?" he said. "Would yon have more?" 

"Neither more nor less," she answered — between tears 
and smiles, if his astonished eyes did not deceive him. 
"For now I know — I know why he left me, why he is not 
here." 

"Good lord I" 

"If you thought, sir," she continued, drawing herself 
up and speaking with indignation, "that because he waa 
in danger, because he was proscribed, because a price 
was set on his head, I should desert him, and betray him, 
and sell his secrets to you — I, his wife — you were indeed 
mistaken !" 

"But damme I" Mr. Bishop cried in amazement almost 
too great for words, "you are not his wife!" 

"In the sight of Heaven," she answered firmly, "I 
ami" She was shaking with excitement. "In the sight 
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of Heaven I am I" she repeated solemnly. And so real 
was the feeling that she forgot for the moment the situa- 
tion in which her lover's flight had left her. She forgot 
herself, forgot all but the danger that menaced him, and 
the resolution that never, never, never should it part 
her from him. 

Mr. Bishop would fain have answered fittingly, and 
to that end sought words. But he found none strong 
enough. 

"Well, I am dashed!" was all he could find to say. 
"I am dashed!" Then — the thing was too much for 
one — he sought support in Mrs. Gilson's eye, "There, 
ma'am," he said vehemently, extending one hand, "I 
ask you I You are a woman of sense 1 I ask you ! Did 
you ever? Did you ever, out of London or in London?" 

The landlady's answer was as downright as it was im- 
welcome. 

"I never see such a fool!" she said, "if that's what 
you mean. And you" — with scorn — "to call yourself a 
Bow Street man! Bow Street? Bahl" 

Mr. Bishop opened bis mouth. 

"A parish constable's a Solomon to you!" she con- 
tinued, before he could apeak. 

His face was purple, his surprise ludicrous. 

"To me?" be ejaculated incredulously. "S'hclp 
me, ma'am, you are mad, or I am! What have I 
done ?" 

"It's not what you've done!" Mrs. Gilson answered 
grimly. " It's what you've left undone ! Oh, you gaby !" 
she continued, with unction. "You poor creature ! You 
bag of goose-feathers I D'you know no more of women 
than that? Why, I've kept my mouth shut the last ten 
blessed minutes for nothing else but to see what a fool 
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you'd make of yourself I And for certain it was not for 
nothing I" 

Henrietta tapped the table. 

"Perhaps when you've done," she said, with tragic 
dignity, "yon will both be good oiough to leave the 
room. I desire to be alone." 

Her eyes were like stars. In ber voice was an odd 
mixture of elation and alarm. 

Mrs. Gilson turned on the instant and engaged her. 

"Don't talk nonsense!" she said. "Desire to be alone 
indeed ! You deserve to be alone, misa, with bread and 
water, and the lock on the door! Ob, you may stare 1 
But do you do now what he should have made you do a 
half -hour ago! And then you'll feel a little less like 
a play actress ! Alone indeed ! Read that letter and tell 
rae then what you think of yourself!" 

Henrietta's eyes sparkled with anger, but she fought 
hard for her dignity. 

"I am not used to impertinence," she said. "You for- 
get yourself !" 

"Bead," Mrs. Gilson retorted, "and say what you like 
then. You'll have little stomach for saying anything," 
she added in an undertone, "or I'm a Dutchman I" 

Henrietta saw nothing for it but to read under protest, 
and she did so with a smile of contempt. In the circum- 
stances it seemed the easier course. But alas! as she 
read, her pretty, angry faeechanged. She had that ex- 
treme delicacy of complexion which betrays the least ebb 
and flow of feeling : and in turn perplexity, wonder, re- 
sentment, all were painted there, and vividly. She looked 
up. 

"To whom was this written?" she asked, her voice 
unsteady. 
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Mre. Gilson ves pitiless. 

"Look at the beginning!" ehe answered. 

The girl turned back mechanically, and read that 
which she had read before. But then with surprise; now 
with dread. 

"Who is — Sally?" she muttered. 

Despite herself, her voice seemed to "fail her on the 
word. And she dared not meet their eyes. 

"Who's Sally?" Mrs. Qilson repeated briskly. "Why, 
hia wife, to be sore! Who should she be?" 



CHAPTER V 

A JEZEBEL 

Theee was a loud drumming in Henrietta's ears, and 
a dimneee before her eyes. In the midst of this a voice, 
vhich she would not have known for her own, cried 
londlv and clearly, "No!" And again, more violently, 
"No I" 

"But it is 'Yes' 1" the landlady answered coolly. 
"Why not? D'you think" — with rough contempt — 
"he's the first man that's lied to a woman? or you're 
the first woman that's helieved a rascal ? She's his wife 
right enough, my girl" — comfortably. "Don't he ask 
after his children? If you'll turn to the bottom of the 
second page you'll see for yourself I Oh, quite the family 
man, he is I" 

The girl's hand shook like ash^eaves in a light breeze ; 
the paper rustled in her grasp. But she had regained 
command of herself — she came of a stiff, proud stock, 
and the very brusqueness of the landlady helped her; 
and she read word after word and line after line of the 
letter. She passed from the bottom of tlie second sheet 
to the head of the third, and so to the end. But so 
slowly, so laboriously that it was plain that her mind was 
busy reading between the lines — ^was busy comparing, 
sifting, remembering. 

To Bishop's credit be it said, he kept his eyes off the 
girl. But at last he spoke. 

"I'd that letter from his wife's hand," he said. 
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"They are married right enough — in Honnslow Church, 
miss. She lives there, two doors from the 'George' post- 
ing-house, where folks change horses betweoi London 
and Windsor. She was a waiting-maid in the cofFee- 
Toom, and 'twas a rise for her. But she's not seen him 
for three years — reason, he's been in hiding — nor had a 
penny from him. Now she's got it he's taken up witii 
some woman hereabouts, and she put me on the scent. 
He's a fine gift of the gab, but for all that his father's 
naught but a little apothecary, and as smooth a rogue 
and as big a Radical, one as the other 1 I wish to good- 
ness," the runner continued, suddenly reminded of his 
loss, "I'd took him last night when he came in! 
But " 

"That'll dot" Mrs. Oilson said, cutting him short, as 
if he were a tap she had turned on for her own purposes. 
"You can go now I" 

"But " 

"Did you hear me, man? Go I" the landlady thun- 
dered. And a glance of 'her ^e was sufficient to bring 
the runner to heel like a scolded hound. "Go, and shut 
the door after you," she continued, with sharpness. " I'll 
hare no eavesdropping in my house, prerogative or no 
prerogative I" 

When he was gone she showed a single spark of mercy. 
She went to &e fire and proceeded to mend it noisily, 
as if it were the one thing in the world to be attended to. 
She put on wood, and swept the hearth, and made a to- 
do with it. True, the respite was short; a minute or two 
at most. But when the landlady had done, and turned 
her attention to the girl, Henrietta had moved to the 
window, so that only her back was visible^ Even then, 
for quite a long minute Mrs. Qilson stood, with arms 
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akimbo snd pnraed lips, reading the lines of the gill's 
figure and considering her, as if even her nigged bosom 
knew pity. And in the end it was Henrietta who spoke 
— ^humbly, alas I now, and in a voice almost inaudible. 

"Will yon leave me, please P" die said. 

"I will," Mrs. Gilaon answered gmfBy. "But on one 
understanding, miss — and HI have it plain. It must be 
all OTer. If you are satisfied he is a rascal — he has foiir 
children — ^well and good. But I'll have no goings on 
with such in my house, and no making two bites of a 
cherry I Here's a bit of paper I'll put on the table." 

"I am satisfied," Henrietta whispered. 

Under the woman's blunt words she shook as under 
blows. 

But Mrs. Oilson seemed to pay little heed to her 
feelings. 

"Very good, very good I" she answered. "But I'll 
leave the paper all the same. If s but a bit of a hand- 
bill that fool of a runner brought with him, but 'twill 
show you what kind of a poor thing your Joe was. Just 
a spouter, that got drunk on his own words and shot a 
poor inoffensive gentleman in a shop! Shame on him 
for a little dirfy murder, if ever there was one." 

"Oh, please go ! please go I" Henrietta wailed. 

"Very well. But there's the paper. And do you 
begin to think" — removing with housewifely hand a 
half-eaten dish of eggs from the table, and deftly pois- 
ing on the same arm a large ham — "do you begin to 
think like a grown, sensible woman what you'd best 
do. The shortest folly's soonest over! Thafs my 
opinion." 

And with that she opened the door, and, heavily laden, 
made her way downstairs. 
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The girl turned and stood looking at the room, and 
her face was wofully changed. It was white and pinched, 
and full of strained wonder, as if she asked herself if 
she were indeed herself, and if it conld really be to her 
that thia thing had happened. She looked older by 
years, she looked almost plain. But in her eyes was a 
latent fierceness. An observer might have gnessed that 
her pride sofEered more sharply than her heart Possi- 
bly she had never loved the man with half the fervom: 
with which she now hated him. 

And that was true, though the change was sudden; 
ay, and thongh Henrietta did not know it, nor would 
have admitted it. She suffered notwithstanding, and 
horribly. For, besides pride, there were other things 
that lay woonded and bleeding : her happy-go-lncky na- 
ture that had trusted lightly, and would be slow to trust 
again; her girlish hopes and dreams; and the foolish 
fancy that had passed for love, and in a iiugle day, an 
hour, a minute, might have become love. And one other 
thing — the bloom of her innocence. For though she had 
escaped, she had come too near the fire not to fear it 
henceforth, and bear with her the smell of singeing. 

As she thought of that, of her peril and her narrow 
escape, and reflected how near she had come to utter 
shipwreck, her face lost its piteous look, and grew harder, 
and sharper, and sterner; so that the wealth of bright 
hair, that was her glory, crowned it only too brilliantly, 
only too youthfully. She saw how he had fooled her to 
the top of her bent ; how he had played on her romantic 
tastes and her silly desire for secrecy. A low-bom 
creature, an agitator, hiding from the consequences of a 
cowardly crime, he had happened upon her in his twi- 
light walks, desired her — for an amusement, turned her 



head vith inflated phrases, dazzled her iDezperienee with 
hints of the world and his greatcess in it. And she — 
she had thought herself wiser than all about her, as she 
had thought him preferable to the legitimate lover as- 
signed to her hy her family. And she bad brought her- 
self to this I This was the end [ 

Or no, not the end. The game, for what it was worth, 
was over. But the candle-money remained to be paid. 
Goldsmith's stanzas had still their vogue ; mothers quoted 
them to their daughters. Henrietta knew that when 
lovely woman stoops to folly, even to folly of a lighter 
dye — when she Icams, though not too late, that men 
betray, there is a penalty to be paid. The world is 
censorious, was censorious then, and apt to draw from 
very small evidence a very dark inference. Henrietta's 
face, flaming suddenly from brow to neck, proved her 
vivid remembrance of this. Had she not called herself — 
the words burned her — "his wife in the sight of 
Heaven" ? And now she must go back — if they would 
receive her — go back and face those whom she had left so 
lightly, face the lover whom she had flouted and betrayed, 
meet the smirks of the men and the sneers of the women, 
and the thoughts of both ! Go back to blush before the * 
servants, and hear from the lips of that grim prude, her 
sister-in-law, many things, both true and untrue I 

The loss of the tender future, of the rosy anticipations 
in which she had lived for weeks as in a fairy palace — 
she could bear this 1 And the rough awakening from the 
maiden dream which she had taken for love — she must 
bear that too, though it left her world cold as the sheet 
of grey water before her, and repell^tt as the bald, rug- 
ged screes that frowned above it. She would hear the 
heartsickness, the loneliness, the pain that treachery 
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inflicts on innocence ; but the ehame of the home-coming 
— ^if they wonld receive her, which ahe doubted — the 
coarse taunts and stinging innuendoes, the nods, the 
ehmp, the vuUcb — ^these she could not face. Anything, 
anything were better, if anything she could find — de- 
serted, flung aside, homeless as she was. ^ 



Meanwhile Mrs. Qilson, descending with a sour face, 
had come upon a couple of maids listening at the foot 
of the stairs. She had made sharp work of them, send- 
ing them packing with fleas in their ears. But they 
proved to be only the avant-cotiriera of scandal. Below 
were the Troutbeck apothecary and a dozen gossips, 
whom the news had brought over the hill; and hangers- 
on without number. All, however,had no better fate with 
Mrs. Gilson ; not the pariah constable of Bowness, whose 
staff went for little, nor even Mr. Bishop, that great man 
out of doors, at whose slightest nod ostlers ran and help- 
ers bowed; he smiled superior, indeed, but he had the 
wisdom to withdraw. In two minutes, in truth, there re- 
mained of the buzzing crowd only the old curate of 
Troutbeck supping small beer with & toast in it. And 
he, it was said, knew better than any the length of the 
landlady's foot. 

But this was merely to move the centre of ferment to 
the inn-yard. Here the news that the house had shel- 
tered a man for whose capture the Government offered 
six hundred guineas, bred wild excitement. He had 
vanished, it was true, like a child of the mist But he 
might be foimd again. Meantime the rustics gaped on 
the runner with saucer eyes, or flew hither and thither 
at his beck. And Badicals being at a discount in the 
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Lowther country, and six himdred gnineafl a Bnm for 
which old Hinkson the miser would have bartered Ms 
Boul, Bome spat on their hands and swore what they 
would do if they met the devil; while others, who were 
not apt at thinking, retired into comers and with knitted 
brows and hands plunged into breeches pockets conjured 
up a map of the world about Windermere. 

It should be bome in mind that at this time police 
were imknown — outside London. There were pariah 
constables ; but where these were not cobblers, which wa^ 
strangely oitea the case, they were meu past work, ap- 
pointed to save the rates. If a man's pocket were picked, 
therefore, or his stack fired, his daughter abducted, or his 
mare stolen, he had only himself and his friends to look 
to. He must follow the oBemdeT, confront him, seize 
him, carry him to the gaol. He must do all himself. 
Katuxally, if he were a timid man or unpopular, the 
rogue went free; and sometimes went free again and 
again until he became the terror of the country-sida A 
fact which enables ua to understand the terrors of lonely 
houses in those days, and explains the repugnance to 
life in solitary places which is traditional in some parts 
of England. 

On the other hand, where the crime was known and 
outrageous, it became every man's business. It was every 
man's duty to join fiie hue and cry : if he did not take 
part in it he was a bad neighbour. Mr. Bishop, therefore, 
did not lack helpers. On the first discovery of Walter- 
son's flight, which the officer had made a little after day- 
break, he had sent horsemen to Whitehaven, Keswick, 
and Eradal, and a boat to Newby Bridge. Ilie nearer 
shore and the woods on the point below the bishop's 
hoose — some called it Landoff House — ^were well beaten. 
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and the alarm was given in Bovneae on the one hand 
and in Ambleside on the other. The general voice had it 
that the man had got away early in the night to White- 
haven. But eome stated that a pedlar had met him, on 
foot and alone, crossing the Ejrkstone Pass at daybreak; 
and others, that he had been viewed skulking under a 
hayetack near Troutbeck Bridge. That a beautiful girl, 
his companion, had been seized, and was under lock and 
key in the house, was whispered by some, but d^ed by 
more. Nevertheless, the report wou its way, so that Uiere 
were few moments when the chatterers who buzzed about 
the mnner had not an eye on the upper windows and a 
voice ready to proclaim their discoveries. 

Even those who believed the story, however, were far 
from having a true picture of poor Henrietta. With 
some she passed for a London Jezebel ; locked up, it was 
whispered, with a bottle of gin to keep her quiet until 
the chaise was ready to take her to gaol. Others pictured 
her as the frenzied leader of one of the womeai's clubs 
wliich had lately sprung up in Lancashire, and of which 
tiie principal aim, according to the Tories, was to copy 
the French fish-fags and march one day to Windsor to 
drag the old king, blind and mad as he was, to the 
scaffold. Others spoke of a- casual light-o'-love picked 
up at Lancaster, but a rare piece of goods for loolis; 
which seemed a pity, and one of tliose tragedies of the 
law that were bt^inning to prick men's consciences — 
since there was little doubt that the baggage, poor lass, 
would hang with her tempter. 

A word or two of these whisperings reached Mrs. 
Qilson's ears. But she only sniffed her contempt, or, 
diowing herself for a moment at the door, chilled by 
the coldnees of her eye the general enthusiasm. Then, 
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woe betide the servant whom she chanced to eepy among 
the idlers. If a man, he was glad to hide himself in 
the stable; if a woman, she was very llkel; to go back 
to her work with a smarting cheek. Even the Trout- 
beck apothecary, a roistering blade who wm making a 
day of it, kept a wary eye on the door, and, if he could, 
slipped round the comer when she appeared. 

But Juno herself had her momenta of failure, and no 
mortals are exempt from them. About four in the after- 
noon Mrs. Gilson got a shock. Modest Ann, her face 
redder than usual, came to her and whispered in her ear. 
In five seconds the landlady's face was also redder than 
nsual, and her frown was something to see. She rose. 

"I don't believe iti" she answered. ""You are daft, 
woman, to think of such a thing I" 

"It's true, missus, as I stand here!" Ann declared. 

"To Kendal gaol? To-night!" 

"That very thing! And her" — with angry fervour — 
"scarce more than a child, as you may say !" 

"OH enough to make a fool of herself!"" Mrs. Gilson 
retorted spitefully. "But I don't believe it!" she added. 
"You've heard amiss, my girl!" 

"Well, you'll see," the woman answered. " 'Twill be 
soon settled. The justice is crossing t^e road now, and 
that Bishop with him ; and that little wizened chap of a 
clerk that makes up the Salutation books. And the man 
that keeps the gaol at Appleby: they've been waiting for 
him — he's to take her. And there's a chaise ordered to 
be ready if if s wanted. It's true, as I stand here !" 

Mrs. GIIbod's form swelled until it was a wonder the 
whalebone stood. But in those days things were of good 
British make. 

"A chaise ?" she Bai4. 
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"Yes." 

"There's no chaise," the landlady assvered firmly, 
"goes from here on that errand !" 

Modeet Ann knev that when her mistress spoke in 
that tone the thing was as good aa done. But the wait- 
ing-maid, whose heart, for all her temper, wbs softer 
than her features, at which Jim the oetler was supposed 
to boggle, was not greatly comforted. 

"They'll only send to the Salutation," she said d^ 
Bpondently. 

"Let them send I" the landlady replied. And taking 
oflE her apron, she prepared to face the enemy. "They'll 
talk to me l>efore they do 1" 

But Ann, great as waa her belief in her mistress, 
shook her head. 

"What can you do against the law?" she muttered. 
"I wish that Bishop may never eat another morsel of 
hot victuals as long ae he lives I Gravy with the joint? 
Hever while 1 am serving I" 



CHAPTER VI 

THE INQUIBT 

"Who is there?" 

Henrietta lifted her tear-stained face from the pillov 
and awaited the answer. "Diree hours earlier, her head 
aching, her heart full, uncertain what to do or what 
would follow, she had fled from the commotion below, 
and, locking herself in her bedroom, had lain down with 
her misery. It was something to find in the apathy of 
prostration a brief respite ; it was something to close her 
^es and lie quite still. For a while she might keep 
her door locked, might nurse her wretchedness, might 
evade rude looks and curious questions, might postpone 
decision. 

For the pride that had sustained her in the morning 
had failed, as the day wore on. Solitude and t^e lack 
of food — she had refused to eat at midday — ^had worn 
down her spirit. At last tears had come, and plentifully 
— and repentance. She did not say that the fault was 
her own, but she knew it, she admitted it. The man 
had behaved to her wickedly, treacherously, horribly; 
but she had brought it on herself. He had laid the snare 
in Tain had she not stooped to deceit — ^had she not con- 
sented to mislead her friends, to meet him secretly, to 
listen to him with as little heed of propriety as if she 
had be^i Sue at the forge, or Bess in the still-room. Ker 
own vanity, her own folly, had brought her to the very 



THE INQUIRY 59 

Terge ol nuo; and with ehame she owned that there was 
more in the old saws with which her sister-in-law had 
deafened her than her inexperience had imagined. But 
the discovery came late. She was smirched. And what 
— what was she to do ? Where could she go to avoid the 
full penalty — ^the taunts, the shame, the disgrace that 
awaited her in the old home? — even if the old home were 
still open to her. 

Meanwhile she got no answer. And "Who is there?" 
ahe repeated wearily. 

The reply came muffled through the door. 

"You are Wanted downstairs, lady." 

She rose languidly. Perhaps the time was come. 
Perhaps her brother was here, had followed, traced, and 
found her. For the mom^ she was all but indifEerent. 
To-morrow she would suffer, and sorely; but to-day she 
had fallen too low. She went slowly to the door and 
opened it. 

Ann stood in the passage. 

"They want you downstairs, miss," ehe said. 

The girl saw that the woman looked queerly at her, 
but she was prepared for such looks. Unconsciously 
she had steeled herself to hear them. "Very well," 
she returned, and did not a«k who wanted her. But 
she w«it back to her table, dabbed her eyes with 
cold water, and smoothed her hair and her neck- 
ribbon — she had pride enough for that. Then she 
went to the door. The woman was still outside, still 
staring. 

"I did not know that you were waiting," Hrairietta 
said, faintly surprised. "I know my way down." 

"I was to come with you, miss." 

"Where are they, then?" 
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"Hey are where yon were this morning," the woman 
answered. "This way, if yon please." 

Henrietta followed lietleesly, and fancied in the snl- 
lennesB of her apathy that she was proof against aught 
that could happen. Bnt when she had descended the 
stairs and nearel the door of Mr. Hogere's room — which 
was in a duslg^ passage — she found herself, to her as- 
tonishment, brushing past a row of people, who flattened 
themselves against the wall to let her pass. Heir eyee 
and their hard breathing — perhaps because she was 
amongst them before she saw them— impressed her so 
diaagreeably that her heart fluttered, and ehe paused. 
For an imperceptible instant she was on the point of 
turning and going back. But, fortunately, at that mo- 
ment the door opened wide, Ann stood aside, and Mrs. 
Gilaon showed herself. She beckoned to the girl to 
enter. 

"Come in, miss," she said grufBy, as Henrietta com- 
plied. "Here's some graitlemen want to ask you a quee- 
ticai or two." 

Henrietta saw two persons with their faces turned 
towards her seated behind a table, which bore ink and 
paper and one or two calf-bound books. Behind these 
were three or four other persons standing; and beside 
the door close to her were as many more, also on their 
feet. But nowhere could she see the dreaded face of her 
brother, or, indeed, any face that she knew. And after 
advancing firmly enough into the room, she stopped, and, 
turning, looked uncertainly at Mrs. Qilson. 

"There must be some mistake," she murmured. "I 
have come into the " 

"Wrong room, misa?" — the speaker was Bishop, who 
was one of the three or four who stood behind the two 
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at the table. "No, there's no mistake, miss," he coq- 
tinued, with exaggerated cheerfulness. "Ifa just a 
formality. Only just a fonnality. These gentlemen 
wish to ask you one or two queetionB." 

The coloiir rose to her cheeks. 

"To ask me?" she repeated, with a alight ring of 
hauteur in her voice. 

"Just so," Bishop answered. "It will be all right, I 
am Eure. But attend to this gentleman, if you please, 
and answer his questions." 

He indicated with hia £nger the one seated before him. 

The girl, half angry, half frightoied, lowered her 
eyes and met those of the person at the tabla Appar- 
ently her aspect had checked the exordium he had pre- 
pared ; for instead of addressing her in the tmies which 
were wout to fill the justice-room at Ambleside, Mr. 
Homyold, rector and magistrate, sat back in his chair, 
and stared at her in silence. It was evident that his 
astonishment was great. Ke was a portly man, and tall, 
about forty years old, and, after his fashion, handsome. 
He had well-formed features and a mc4)ile smile; but 
his face was masterful — overmasterful, some thought; 
and his eyes were hard, when a sly look did not soften, 
without much improving, their expression. The girl 
before him was young, adorably fresh, above all, beauti- 
f nl ; and the smile of the man peeped from under the 
mask of the justice. He stared at her, and ahe at 
him, and perhaps of the two he waa the more taken 
aback. At any rate, it was Henrietta who broke the 
silence. 

"I do not understand," she said, with ill-sappreaaed 
indignation, "why I am here. Are yon sore that there 
is no mistake?" 
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He found his voice tiiea. 

"Qnite sure," he aaid drily. And he laid down the 
pen with which he had been touring while he stared at 
her. He sat a little more erect in bis chair. "There is 
no mistake,!' ^e continued, "though for your sake, 
young woman, I wish I could think there was. I wiah 
I could think there was," he repeated in a more in- 
dulgent tone, "since you seem, at any rate, a more re- 
spectable person than I expected to see." 

"Sir!" 

The girl's eyes opraed wide. Her face was scarlet 

He leaned forward. 

"Come, my girl," he said — and hia familiar tone 
struck her, as it were, in the face, — never had such a 
tone been used to her before! "Let us have no nonsense. 
You will not improve your case that way. Let me tell 
you, we are accustomed to all sorts here. Yon must 
speak when yon are told to speak, and be silent when 
yon are bid, and in the meantime listen to met Listen 
to me, I say 1" staying by an imperious nod the angry 
remonstrance that was on her lips. "And remember 
where you are, if you wish to be well treated. If you are 
sensible and tell the truth, some other course will be 
found than that which, it is to be feared, must end this 



"But by what right," Henrietta cried, striving to 
command both her rage and her fear — "by what 
right " 

"Am I about to question yon?" — with a smirk of 
humour and a glance at the audience. "By the right of 
the law, young woman, which I would have you know is 
of some account bere^ howerei it may stand in Lan- 
cashire." 
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"The law?" she atammered. And she looked rotmd 
terrified. "Why? Why? What have I done?" she 
cried pathetically. 

For a moment all was dark before her. 

He laughed elyly. 

"That's to be seen," he said. "No hanging matter," 
be continued hiunoronsly, "I hope. And as ifs good 
law that everybody's innocent — that's so, Mr. Bobbie, 
is it not?" — he addressed the clerk — "until he's found to 
be guilty, let somebody set the young woman a chair," 

"I can standi" she cried. 

"Nay, yon sit down I" muttered a gruff voice in her 
ear. And a hand — it waa Mrs. Qilson's — pressed her 
down in the chair. "And you answer straight out," the 
woman continued coolly, in defiance of the scandalised 
look which Mr, Dobbie, the clerk, cast upon her, "and 
there's not one of 'em can do yon any harm." 

The magistrate nodded. 

"Thafs tme," he said tolerantly, "always supposing 
that you've done no wrong, my girl — no wrong beyond 
getting into bad company, as I trust will turn out to be 
the case. Now, Mr. Dobbie, take down her answers. 
Whafs your name, my girl, first?" 

Henrietta looked at him steadily; she was trying to 
place herself in these new conditions. Something like 
composure was coming back to her flashed and frighfc- 
ene& face. She reflected; and having reflected, she was 
silent 

He fancied that she had not heard, or did not under- 
stand. 

"Your name, young woman," he repeated, "and your 
last place of abode? Speak upt And don't be afraid." 
Bat she did not answer. 
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He frowned. 

"Come, c«ne," he said. "Did you hear me? Where 
is your home, and what do yon cdl yourself F You are 
not the man'E wife, I know. We know ae much as that, 
yon see, so you may as well be frank, " 

"What is the charge against me?" She spoke slowly, 
and her face was now set and stubborn. " Of what am I 



Mr. Hornyold's face turned a brick red. He did not 
rule three parishes through three curates, reserving to 
himself only the disciplinary powers he was now exer- 
cising, to be thwarted by a mn-the-country girl ; who,, 
in spite of her looks, was, ten to one, no better than the 
imprudent wenches the overseers were continually bring- 
ing before him. He knew at least the company she kept. 
He raised his voice. 

"I am not here to answer your questions!" he said, 
bending his brows. "But you mine! Yon mine!" he 
repeated, rapping the table sharply. "Do you bear? 
Now, you will at once tell me " 

He broke off. The clerk had touched his sleeve and 
was whispering in his ear. He frowned impatiently, but 
listened. And after a moment he shrugged his shoulders. 

"Very well," he said. "Tell her I" 

^e clerk, a shabby man with a scratch wig and a little 
glass ink-bottle at his buttonhole, raised his ^ea, and 
looking at her over his glasses, spoke : 

"Yon are not yet charged," he said; "but if you can- 
not give a satisfactory account of yourself you will be 
charged with receiving, harbouring, and assisting one 
William Walterson the younger, otherwise Stewart, 
otherwise Malina, against whom indictments for various 
felonies end tieas(Hi fdoniee have been found. And 
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with aiding and abetting the escape of the said William 
WaltereoQ, in whoae company you have been found. And 
with being accessory after the fact to Tarioua fel- 
onies " 

"1V> murder !" said Mr. Homyold, cutting him short 
onphatically. "To murder I amongst other things. That 
is the charge, if you most know it. So now" — he rapped 
the table sharply — ^"answer at once, and the truth. What 
is your name? And where was your last place of 
abode?" 

But Henrietta, if she were willing to answer, could 
not. At the sound of that dreadfnl word "murder 1"— 
they hanged lightly, so lightly in those days ! — the colour 
had fled from her face. The darkness that had con- 
fused her a while before hid all. She kept her seat, she 
even retained her erect posture; but the hands which 
she raised before her as if to ward off something groped 
idly in the air. 

Murder I No wonder that she lost coBBciousness for a 
mom£3it, or that Homyold, secretly relishing her beauty, 
thought that he had found the weapon that would soon 
bring her to her knees I or that the little audience by the 
door, listening awestruck, held their breath. The won- 
der was that only one of them judged from the girl's 
gesture that she was fainting. Only aae acted. Mrs. 
Gilson stepped forward and shook her roughly by the 
shoulder. 

"Words break no bones!" the landlady said without 
ceremony — and not without an angry look at the clerk, 
who raised his pen as if he would interpose. "Don't 
you make a fool of yourself. But do yon tell them what 
they want to know. And your friends will settle with 
them. Murder, indeed t Pack of boddles t" 
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"Very good advice," said the nugifitrate, Bmiling 
indulgently. "But " 

"Bat yon must not interf^vl" snapped the clerk — 
who kept the books of the Salutation in Ambleside and 
not of the Low Wood Inn. 

"Haven't yon sense to see the girl is fainting F" the 
landlady relied wrethfnlly. 

"Oh, well » 

"I am better now," Henrietta said bravely. And she 
drew a deep breath. A little colour — induced perhaps 
by Homyold's unsparing gaze — was coming back to her 
cheeks. "Would you — can I have a glass of water?" 
she murmured. 

Mrs. Oileon was bustling to the door to give the order 
when it opened, and Mr. Bishop, who had gone to it a 
moment before, took in a glass of wine, and, secretly 
pleased that he had anticipated the need, handed it to 
her. Mrs. Qilson took it with a grant of distrust, and 
made the girl swallow it; while the magistrate waited 
and watched, and thought that he had never seen a young 
woman who was so handsome, pale or red, fainting or 
fierce. And so fresh I so admirably, astonishingly fresh 
for the companion of such a man. A good many thoughts 
of various kinds flitted through his mind as he watched 
her, marking now the loxuriance of her fair hair, now 
the white chin, small but firm, and now the faint, faint 
freckles that, Hke clots in cream, only added to the 
deHcacy of her complexion. He waited without impa- 
tience until the giil had drunk the wine, and when he 
spoke it was in a tone approaching the paternal. 

"Now, my dear," he said, "you are going to be a good 
girl and sensible, I am sore. We don't want to send 
you to prison to herd with people with whom, to judge 
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from jour appearance, jon have not beoi vont to mix. 
And therefore we give you this opportunity — there's 
no need we should, you know — of telling ne who yoa 
are, and whence you come, and what you know ; that if 
it appears that you have fallen into this man's company 
in ignorance, and not knowing what manner of man he 
was, we may prevent this charge appearing, and instead 
of committing yon to Appleby, place you here or else- 
where under bond to appear. Which, in a case so serious 
aa this, is not a course we could adopt were you not so 
very young, and," with a humorous look at the group 
by the door, "so very good-looking 1 So now be a good 
girl and don't be afraid, but tell me at once who you 
are, and where you joined this man." 

"If I do not," Henrietta said, looking at him with 
dear eyes, "must I go to prison?" 

"Appleby gaol," said the clerk, glancing over his 
glasses. 

"Hen you must send me there," she replied, a little 
faintly. "For I cannot tell you." 

"Don't be a fool 1" growled Mrs. Gilson in her ear. 

"I cannot tell you," Hoirietta repeated more 
firmly. 

Mr. Homyold stared. He was growing angry, for he 
was not accustomed to be set at naught. After their 
fashion they all stared. 

"Come, come, my dear," the runner remonatrated 
smoothly. "If you don't tell us, we shall think there's 
more behind." 

She did not answer. 

"And that being so, ifs only a matter of time to 
learn what it is," the runner continued cunningly. "Tell 
us now and save time, because we are sure to get to 
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Jaiav. Yonng vomeu as pret^ aa yoa are not bard to 
trace." 

But she shook her head. And the face Bishop called 
pretty was stubborn. Tlie group by the door, marking 
for future gossip every particular of her appearance, the 
stuff of her riding-habit, the finenesa of her linen, the 
set of her head, made certain that she was no common 
trollope. They wondered what would happen to her, 
and hoped, the more tender-hearted, that there would be 
no scene, and no hysterics to end it 

The dark raised his pen in the air. "TJndCTstand," 
he said, "you will be remanded to Appleby gaol — ^ifs no 
very comfortable place, I can tell yon — and later, you 
will be brought up again and committed, I've very little 
doubt, to take your trial on these charges. If the prin- 
cipal offender be taken, as he is likely to be taken before 
the day ia out, you'll be tried with him. But it is not 
necessary. Ifow do you understand?" he continued, 
speaking slowly. "And are you still determined to give 
no evidence — showing how you came to be with this 
man ?" 

Henrietta's eyes were full of trouble. She shivered. 

"Where shall I be tried?" she muttered in an nn- 
steady voice. 

"Appleby," the clerk said curUy. "Or in His Ma- 
jesty's Bench at Westminster 1 Now think, before it is 
too late." 

"It is too late," she answ««d in a low tone, **I can- 
not help it now." 

The magistrate leant forward. What a fool the girl 
was I If she went to Appleby he would see no more of 
her, save for an hour or two when she was brought up 
again before beang coouoitted, Whereas, if she spoke 
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aod the; made her a witness, she might he lodged some- 
where in the neighbourhood tmder gnrreillauce. And 
she was bo handeome and so young — ^the litUe fool I — 
he would not be sorry to see more of her. 

"I give yoQ a last chance," he said. 

She shook her head. 

l%e magistrate shrugged his shoulders. 

"Then make the committal out!" he sud. "There's 
enough to justify it." It was some satisfaction to think 
that locked np with half a dozen sluts at Appleby she 
wonld soon be sony for herself. "Make it out I" he 
repeated. 

If Gie hysterics did not come now he was very much 
mistaken if they did not come later, when the gaol doors 
were shut on her. She was evidently of respectable con- 
dition; a curate's daughter, perhaps, figged out by the 
man who had deceived her, or a lady's lady, spoiled by. 
her mistress, and taught ideas above her station. On 
such, the gaol, with its company and its hardships, fell 
severely. It wonld soon, he fancied, bring her to her 
eaises. 

He clerk dipped his pen in the ink, and after casting 
a last glance at the girl to see if she would still yield, 
began to write. She watched him with fascinated eyes, 
watched him in a kind of stupor. The thought throbbed 
londly and more loudly in her head, "What will become 
of me? What will become of meP" Meanwhile the 
silence was broken only by the squeaking of the pen 
and a single angry "Lord's sakee!" which fell from the 
landlady. The others awaited the end with whatever 
of pit?, or interest, or greedy excitement came natural 
to them. They were within, and others were without; 
and they had a delicious sense of privily. Tbej would 



meant hangings drawings and quartering 
indeed ; poor thing, how would she bear ii 
it is likely that some among them — ^Mrs. 
^-didn^t think it would come to this, the 
on the landlady's brow that would havn 
to the Lord Chancellor Eldon himself. 



CHAFTEB VII 

OAPTAIH ANTHONY OLYNB 

Mb. Bishop of Bov Street alone watched the clerk's 
pen with a look of doubt He had Ma own views about 
the girl. Bat he did not interfere, and hie discoDtent 
with the postnre of affairs was only made clear when a 
knock ctane at the door. Then he was at the door, and 
had raised the latch before those who were nearest coold 
open. 

"HaTe you got himF" he asked eagerlj. And he 
thrust his head into the passage. 

Even Henrietta turned to catch the answer, her lips 
parting. Her breath seemed to stop. The clerk hdd hip 
pen. The magistrate by a gesture exacted silence. 

"No, but " 

"No?" the numer cried in chagrin. 

"Not" The voice sounded something peremptory. 
"Certainly not But I want to see — ahem I — ^yea, Mr. 
Homyold. At once I" 

Henrietta, at the first word of the answer, had turned 
again. She had turned so far that she now had her back 
full to the door, and her face to the farthest comer. 
But it was not the same Henrietta, nor the same face. 
She sat rigid, stiff, turned to stone; she was scarlet from 
hair to neck-ribbon. Her very eyes burned, her shoul- 
ders burned. And her ^es were wild with insupportable 



derk was Bummoned^ and he went o 
gone out first of all. Those who were ] 
nothing better to do than to stare at 
whispered together, or bade one anothei 
what was afoot outside. Presently thea 
one or two of the boldest in the passagi 
hurriedly what they knew, or sought 
stared with double power at the girl's ba 
etta sat motionless, with the same hot blui 
and the same misery in her eyes. 

Presently Mrs. Oilson was summoned, 
out. The others, freed from the constrai 
ence, talked a little louder and a little mo 
wonder grew. The two village constables^ 
and who felt themselves responsible, lool 
and one cried "Silence" a time or two, 
were sitting. The other explained the 
he knew as much as a Swedish turnip, 
of treason felony. But miidng it up wi 
Corpus which was then suspended, he wae 
a neighbour before he could reach the i 
punishment. Which otherwise must have 
ierest for the prisoner. 

At length the door oxamoA *i— 
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Mrs. QilsoD tnmed abont and BQireyed them vitli Her 
amiB akimbo and her lower lip thrust out. "You can 
sll juet go 1" she said. " And the eooner the better I And 
if erer I catch yon"— to the more snccessful of the coa- 
etables, on whose feet her eye had that moment ali^ted 
— "up my stairs with those dirty dogs, Peter Harriscm, 
111 clout yon 1 Now, off yon go t Do yoo think I keep 
carpets for loons like yon?" 

"But — the priBoner?" gasped Peter, clutching at hie 
fast-departing glory, "The prisoner, nuBsus?" 

"The goose!" the landlady retorted with indescribable 
scorn. "Oo yon down and see what the other ganders 
think of it And leave me to mind my business 1 111 
see to the prisoner." And she saw them all out and 
closed the door. 

When the room was clear she tapped Henrietta on the 
shoulder. "'Here'B no gaol for you," she said bluntly. 
"Though it IB not yourself you've got to thank for it. 
They've put you in my charge and you're to stay here, 
and I'm to answer for you. So you'll just say straight 
ont if you'll stay, or if you'll run." 

Had the girl burst into tears the landlady had found 
it reasonable. Instead, "Where is he?" Henrietta whis- 
pered. She did not even turn her head. 

"Didn't yon hear," Mrs. Qilson retorted, "that he 
had not been taken P" 

"I mean — I mean " 

"Ah!" Mrs. Oilson exclaimed, a little enlightened. 
"You mean the gentleman that was here, and spoke for 
you? Yes, yoo are right, it's him you've to thank. 
Well, he's gone to Whitehaven, bnt he'll see you to- 
morrow." 

Henrietta sighed. 



^^ .^ *M^vj puuuoB IS nxiy pounas, ano 
Fd as soon turn the key on you as noi 
once^ run easy^" the landlady added « 

"I will not run away/' Henrietta sa 
meekly perhaps than she had ever sp 
''And — and I am much obliged to you^ 
you," in a very small voice. "Will you 
go to my room, and you can lock me ii 

She had risen from her seat, and the 
turn to the landlady, she stole, shamed 
look at her. Her lip trembled, her he 
Mrs. Gilson, on her side, seemed for a 
verge of some unwonted demonstration ; 
ward and large, and perhaps from si 
avoided even while she appeared to in 
look. But nothing happened until the 
Henrietta firsts like a prisoner, and Mi 
following. 

Then there were half a dozen persons 
in the passage, and the way Mrs. Oils< 
loose was a warning. In two seconds, oi 
ground : the same dark girl with the gi j 
whose mocking smile had annoyed H 
dressed that morning. Ah, me I what 
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And he'll drnb yon findy, if he's not too old and silly — 
till yoa gmile on the other side of your face I I'd lilce 
to know what's taken you to-day to paeh jonraeU among 
yoni betters I" 

"Xo harm," the giil mnttered. She had retreated, 
scowling, half-way down the stairs. 

"And no good, either!" the landlady retorted. "Get 
yon gone, or I'll make your ears ring after another 
fashion I" 

Henrietta heard no more. She had ehnuik from the 
aproar and fled quickly to her room. With a borstiDg 
heart and a new hundlity she drew the key from the 
wards of the lock and set it on the outside, hoping — 
though the hope was slender — ^to avoid fnrth^ words 
with the landlady. The hope came nearer fulfilment, 
however, than she expected; for Mrs. Gilson, after pant- 
ing upstairs, only cried through the door that she would 
send her up aupper, and then went down again — ^per- 
haps with a view to catching Bess Hinkson in a fresh 
trespaBS. 

Bess was gone, however. Bat adventures are for the 
brave, and not ten minutes passed before the landlady 
was at issue with a fresh adversary. She found the 
coach-office full, so full that it overflowed into the hall. 
Uodest Ann, called this way and that, had need of four 
hands to meet the demands made upon her; so furious 
were the calls for the lemons and mm and Old Geneva, 
the grateful perfume of which greeted Mrs. Gilson as 
she descoided. Alas, something else grceied her: and 
that was a voice, never a favourite with her, but now 
raised in accents particularly distasteful, l^rson, the 
Troutbeck apothecary — a flashy, hard-faced young man 
in pepper-and-salt, and Bedford cords — ^had seized the 
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don't ask me to believe that^ Tom ? d 

"It's what I say," Gilson answered. 

He sat opposite the other, his ham 
his face red and sulky. He did not lik 

"And yon go bail for her?" Tyson cr. 
gone bail for her?" 

"WeU?" 

"And don't know her name?'* 

"WeU— no." 

The doctor sat back in his chair, his gl 
and looked roimd for approbation. 

"Well, gentlemen," he said, "what d 
that for a dalesman ?" 

*'Well, it wasn't long-headed, Tom," s 
ingly. "Not to call long-headed, so t 
north-country caution. "I'd not go bail 
nobody I'd not know." 

"No," several agreed. "No, no I" 

"No, but " 

"But what, Tom, what?" the doctor as 
his positive fashion for the other to pirn 
the mire. 

"Captain Clyne, that I do know," Gi 
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Bomemrhat anxious to shift the subject^ ^'he said it and 
I done it^ and I'd do it again for Captain Clyne. I tell 
you he's not a man as if s easy to say ^No' to^ Mr. Tyson. 
As these Badicals i' Lancashire ha' found out^ 'od rot 
'em ! He's that active among 'em, he's never a letter, 
I'm told, but has a cofSn drawn on it, and yeomanry in 
his house down be}'ond both day and night, I hear!" 

'^I heard,'^ said one, '^in Carimel market, he was to 
be married next week." 

"Ay,'* said the doctor jocosely, "but not to the young 
lady as Tom is bail fori I tell you, Tom, he's been 
making a fool of you just to keep this bit of evidence 
against the Badicals in his hands." 

"Why not send her to Appleby gaol, then?" Tom re- 
torted, with a fair show of sense. 

"Because he knows you'll cosset her here, and he 
thinks to loose her tongue that way I They can gaol her 
after, if this don't answer." 

"Oh, indeed I" 

"Ay, while you run the risk I If ifs not that, whafs 
he doing here?" 

"Why should he not be here?"" Gilson asked slowly. 
"Hasn't he the* old house in Fumess, not two miles from 
Newby Bridge I And his mother a Fumess woman. I 
do hear that the boy's to be brought there for safety 
till the shires are quieter. And maybe it's that brings 
Captain Anthony here." 

"But what las that to do with the young woman 
you're going bail for?" the doctor retorted. "Go bail, 
Tom, for a w^ch you don't know, and that'll jump the 
moon one of these fine nights I I tell you, man, I never 
heard the likel Neverl Go bail for a girl you don't 
know I" 
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''And I tell yon/' cned a voice that made the glasses 
ring, "I have heard the like! And 1*11 give yon the 
man, my lad !" And Mrs. Qilson, putting aside the two 
who blocked the doorway, confronted the offending Ty- 
son with a look comparable only to that of Dr. Keats 
of Eaton when he rolled np his sleeves. "1*11 give yon 
the name, my lad !" she repeated. 

"Well," the doctor answered, thongh he was mani- 
festly taken aback, "yon must confess, Mrs. Gilson ^* 

"Nay, rU confess nothing!" the landlady retorted. 
"What need, when you're the man? Not give bail for a 
woman you don't know? Much you knew of Madge 
Peters when you made her your wife ! And wasn't that 
going bail for her? Ay, and bail that you'll find it hard 
to get out of, my man, though you may wish to ! For 
the matter of that, if s small blame to her, whatever 
comes of it I" Mrs. Qilson continued, setting her arms 
akimbo. "If all I hear of your goings-on is true ! What 
do you think she's doing, ill and sick at home, while 
you're hanging about old Hinkson's? Ay, you may look 
black, but tell me what Bess Hinkson's doing about my 
place all this day? I never saw her here twice In a day 
in all my life before, and ^" 

"What do you mean ?" T^son cried violently. To hear 
a thing which he thought no one suspected brought up 
thus before a roomful of men! He looked black as 
thunder at his accuser. 

"I mean no harm of your wife," the terrible landlady 
answered ; something — ^perhaps this roasting of her hus- 
band on his own hearth — ^had roused her beyond the 
ordinary. "None, my gentleman, and I know none. But 
if you want no harm said of her, show yourself a bit 
less at Hinkson's. And a bit less in my house. And 
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a bit more in your own! And fhe harm will be lesB 
likely to happen 1'' 

"I'll never cross your doorstep again !^' Tyson roared. 

And stumbling to his feet he cast ofE one or two who 
in their well meaning would have stayed him. He made 
for the door. But he was not to escape without further 
collision* On the threshold he ran plump against a per- 
son who wafl entering^ cursed the newcomer heartily^ and 
without a look pushed violently by him and was gone. 

He neither cared nor saw who it was whom he had jos- 
tled. But the company saw, and some rose to their feet in 
consternation, while others carried their hands to their 
heads. There was an involuntary movement of respect 
which the new comer acknowledged by touching his hat 
He had the air of one who knew how to behave to his 
inferiors; but the air, also, of one who never forgot that 
they were his inferiors. 

"Your friend seems in a hurry,'' he said. His face 
was not a face that easily betrayed emotion, but he 
looked tired. 

"Beg your honour's pardon, I am sure," Gilson an- 
swered. "Something's put him out, and he did not see 
you, sir." 

Mrs. Gilson muttered that a pig could have seen. But 
her words were lost in the respectful murmur which 
made the company sharers in the landlord's apology. 

Not that for the most part they knew the strange gen- 
tleman. But there is a habit of authority which once 
gained becomes a part of the man. And Anthony Clyne 
had this. He retained wherever he went some shadow of 
the quarter-deck manner. He had served under Nelson, 
and imder Exmouth; but he had resisted, as a glance 
at his neat, trim figure proved, that coarsening influence 
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whic^ spoiled foi Fall Mall too many of the sea^logB 
of the great war. Like his famous leader, be bad left 
an arm in the cockpit; and the empty aleere which he 
wore pinned to the lappel of his coat added, if possible, 
to the dignity of the upright carriage and the leait, 
shavrai face. The death of his elder brother had given 
him the family place, a seat in the House, a chair at 
White's, and an income handsome for his day. And he 
looked all Ibis and more; so Ibat sacb a company as 
now eyed him with respect judged him a very perfect 
gentleman, if a little distant. 

But from Clyne Old Hall, where he livfed, be oonld 
eee on the horizon the smoke of toiling cities; and in 
those cities there were hundreds who hated bis cold prond 
face, and thonsands who cursed his name. Not that he 
was a bad man or a tyrant, or himself gronnd the faces 
of the poor. Bat discipline was his watchword, and 
reform his bugbear. To palter with refonn, to listen 
to a word about the rights of the masaea, was to his mind 
to parley with anarchy. That governors and governed 
CQuId be the same appeared to bis mind as absurd as that 
His Majesty's ships could be commanded from the fore- 
castle. All for the people end nothing by the people 
vras bis political maxim, and one amply meeting, as be 
beUeved, all eventualities. Lately be had lad it carved 
Ob a mantel-piece, and the prattle of his only child, as 
the club-footed hoy spelled it out syllable by syllable, 
was music to his ears. 

Whoever wavered, therefore, whoever gave to the vio- 
lence of those times, be stood firm. And he made oUten 
stand. It was bis honest belief that a little fonely se- 
verity — in other words, a whiff of grape-shot — ^would 
have nipped the French Revolution in the bud; and 
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while he owned that the lower orders were suffering-and 
times were bad, that bread was dear and work wanting, 
he was for quelling the least disorder with tlie utmost 
rigour of the law. 

Such was the man who accepted with a curt nod 
Tom Gilson's apology. Then "Have you a room ready ?" 
he asked. 

"The fire ia etill burning in Mr. Rogers's room," Mrs. 
Gilson answered, smoothing at once her apron and her 
brow. "And ifU not be used again to-night. But I 
thought that joo had gone on, sir, to Whitehayen." 

"I shall go on to>morrow," he answered, frowning 
slightly. 

"I'll show your honour the way," Tom Qilson said. 

"Very good," he answered. "And dinner, ma'am, as 
soon as possible." 

"To be sure, sir." And "This way, your honour." 
And taking two candles Gilson went out before Captain 
Ch'ne, and with greater ceremony than would be used 
in these days, lighted him along the passage and up the 
stairs to Mr. Bogers's room in the south wing. 

The fire had sunk somewhat low, but the room which 
had witnessed so many emotions in the last twenty-four 
hours made no sign. The table had been cleared. The 
glass fronts of the cupboards shone dully ; only a chajr 
or two stood here or there out of place. That was all. 
But had Henrietta, when she descended to breakfast that 
morning, foreseen who would fill her chair before night, 
who would dine at her table and brood with stem un- 
seeing eyes on the black-framed prints, for whom the 
pale-faced clock would tick off depressing seconds, what 
— what would she have thought? And how would she 
have faced her future? 



CHAPTER VIII 

8TARVECB0W FABH 

Thb company at Mrs. Qilson's, impressed by the ap- 
pearaDce of a gentleman of Captain Clyne's position, 
scarce gave a second thought to the doctor's retreat. 
But to Tyaon, striding homewards through the mud and 
darkness, the insult be had suffered and the feehle part 
he had played filled the world. For him the inn-parlour 
still cackled at his ezpenee. He saw himself the butt 
of the evening, the butt of many evenings. He was a 
vain, ill-conditioned man, who among choice spirits 
would have boasted of his philandering. But not the less 
he hated to be brought to book before those whom he 
deemed his inferiors. He could not deny that the land- 
lady had trounced him, and black bile whelmed all his 
better feelings as he climbed the steep track behind the 

inn. "D d shrew!" he growled, "D— — d shrew!" 

and breathing hard, as much in rage as with exertion, 
he stood an instant to look back and shake his fist be- 
fore he plunged into the darkness of the wooded dell 
through which the path ascended. 

Two or three faint lights marked the jwsition of the 
inn a couple of fields below him. Beyond it the pale 
surface of the lake reflected a dim radiance, bestowed 
on it through some rift in the clouds invisible from 
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where he stood. A far-away dog barked, a curlew 
screamed on the hill above him, the steady fall of a pair 
of oara in the rowlocks rose from the lake. The im- 
mensity of the Dight closed all in ; and on the thought- 
ful might have laid a burden of melancholy. 

But Tyson thought of his wrongs, not of the night, 
and with a curse he turned and plunged into the wood, 
following a path impossible for a stranger. As it was 
he stumbled over roots, the saplings whipped him 
smartly, a low bough struck off his hat, and when he 
came to tJie stream which whirled through the bottom 
of the dingle he had much ado to find the plank bridge. 
But at length be emerged from the wood, gained the 
road, and mounted the steep shoulder that divided the 
Low Wood hamlet from the vale of Troutbeck. 

Where Ms road topped the ridge the gaunt outline 
nf a tall, narrow building rose in the gloom. It re- 
sembled a Bentr)'-box commanding either valley. It 
was set back some twenty paces from the road with half 
a dozen ragged fir trees intervening; and on its lower 
eide— but the night hid them — some mean farm-build- 
ings clung to the steep. With the wind soughing among 
the firs and rustling through the scanty grass, the place 
on that bleak shoulder seemed lonely even at night. But 
in the day its ugliness and barrenness were a proverb. 
They called it "Starvecrow Farm." 

Nevertheless, Tyson paused at the gate, and with an 
irresolute oath looked over it. 

"Cursed shrew I" he said, for the third time. "What 
business is it of here if I choose to amuse myself?" 

And with his heart hardened, he flung the gate wide, 
and entered. He had not gone two paces before he leapt 
back, startled by the fierce snarl of a dog, that, unseen. 
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flung itself to the end of its chain. Disappointed in its 
spring, it began to bay. 

'ITie doctor's fright was only momentary. 

"What, Turk!" he cried. "What are you doing here? 
What the blazes are you doing here? Down, you brute, 

The dog knew his voice, cesBcd to bark, and began to 
whimper. Tyaon entered, and assured that the watch- 
dog knew him, kicked it brutally from his path. Then 
he groped his way between the trees, stumbled down 
three broken steps at the corner of the house, and pass- 
ing round the building reached the door which was on 
the further aide from the road. He tried it, but it was 
fastened. He knocked on it 

A slip-shod foot dragged across a stone floor. A high 
cracked voice asked, "Who's there?" 

"II Tyson!" the doctor answered impatiently. "Who 
should it be at this hour ?" 

"Is't you, doctor?" 

"Yes, yes!" 

"Who's wi' ye?" 

"Ko one, you old fool 1 Who should there be?" 

A key creaked in the lock, and the great bar was with- 
drawn; but slowly, as it seemed to the apothecary, and 
reluctantly. He entered and the door was barred behind 
him. 

"WTiere's Bess?" he asked. 

The bent creeping figure that had admitted him re- 
plied that she was "aomewheres about, somewberes 
about." After which, strangely clad in a kind of bed- 
gown and nightcap, it trailed back to the settle beside the 
turf and wood fire, which furnished both light and 
warmth. The fire, indeed, was the one generous thing 
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the room contained. All else was sordid and pinched 
and mean. The once-whitened walls were stained, the 
rafters were smoked in a dozen places, the long dresser 
— for the room was large, though low — was cracked and 
ilUfnmished, a brick supported one leg of the table. 
Even in the deep hearth-place, where was such comfort 
as the place could boast, a couple of logs served for stools 
and a frowsy blanket gave a squalid look to the settle. 

Tyson stood on the hearth with his back to the fire, 
and ejed the room with a scowl of disgust. The old 
man, bent double over a stick which he was notching, 
breathed loudly and laboriously. 

"What folly is this about the dog?" Tyson asked con- 
temptuously. 

The old man looked up, cunning in his eyes. 

"Ask her," he said. 

"Eh?" 

The miser bending over his task seemed to be taken 
with a fit of silent laughter. 

"Ifs the still sow sups the brose," he said. "And 
I'm still I I'm sUll." 

"What are you doing?" Tyson growled. 

"Nothing much ! Nothing much ! You've not," 
looking up with greed in hie eyes, "an old letter-back 
to spare?" 

Tyson seldom came to the house nnfumished with 
one. He had long known that Hinkson belonged to the 
class of misers who, if they can get a thing for nothing, 
are as well pleased with a scrap of paper, a length of 
string, or a mouldy crust, as with a crown-piece. The 
poor land about the house, which with difficulty sup- 
ported three or four cows, on the produce of which the 
Hinksons lived, might have been made profitable at 
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the coBt of Rome labour and a little money. But labour 
and money were withheld. And Tyson often doubted if 
the miBer'a store were as large as rumour had it, or even 
if there were a store at all. 

"Not that," he would add, "large or small, some one 
won't cut his throat for it one day !" 

He produced the old letter, aiid after showing it, held 
it behind him. 

"What of the dog now ?" he said. 

"Na, na, I'll not speak for that!" 

"Then you won't have it!" 

But the old fellow only cackled superior. 

"What's — what's — a pound-note a week? Is't four 
pound a month?" 

"Ay!" the doctor answered. "It is. That's money, 
my lad!" 

"Ay!" 

The old man hugged himself, and rocked to and fro 
in an ecstasy. 

"That's money! And four pound a month," he con- 
sulted the stick he was notching, "is forty-eight pound 
a year?" 

"And four to it," Tyaon answered. "Who's paying 
you that?" 

"Na, na !" 

"And what'a it to do with the dog?" 

Hinkaon looked knavish but frightened. 

"Hist!" he said. "Here's Bess. I'd use to wallop 
her, but now " 

"She wallops you," the visitor muttered, "That's 
the ticket, I expect" 

The girl entered by the mean staircase door and nod- 
ded to him coolly. 
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"I supposed it was you," she said slightingly. 

And for the hundredth or two-hundredth time he felt 
with rage that he was in the presence of a stronger na- 
ture than his own. He could treat the old man, whose 
greed had survived his other passions, and almost his 
faculties, pretty much as he pleased. But though he 
had sauntered through the gate a score of times witK 
the intention of treating Bess as he had treated more 
than one village girl who pleased him, he had never re- 
crossed the threshold without a sense not only of defeat, 
hut of inferiority. He came to strut, he remained to 
kneel. 

He fought against that feeling now, calling his temper 
to his aid. . 

"What folly is this about the dog?" he asked, 

"Father thinks," she replied demurely, "that if thieves 
come it can be heard better at the gate." 

"Heard? I should think it could be heard in 
Bownesa!" 

"Just so." 

"But your father " 

"Father!" sharply, "go to bedl" And then to the 
visitor, "Give him a ha'penny," she muttered. "He 
won't go without !" 

"But I don't care " 

"I don't care either — which of you goesl" she re- 
torted, "But one of you goes." 

Sullenly he produced a copper and put it in the old 
man's quivering hand — not for the first time by sev- 
eral. Hinkson gripped it, and closing his hand upon it 
aa if he feared it would be tiiken from him, he hobbled 
away, and disappeared behind the dingy hangings of 
the box-bed. 
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"And now what's the mystery?" Tyson asked, seating 
himself on one of the stools. 

"There is none," she answered, standing before him 
where the firelight fell on her dark face and gipsy 
beauty. "Call it a whim if you like. Perhaps I don't 
want Diy lads to come in till I've raddled my che^s ! 
Or perhaps" — flippantly — "Oh, any 'perhaps' you like!" 

"I know no lad you have but me," he said. 

"I don't know one," she answered, seating herself 
on the settle, and bending forward with her elbows on 
her knees and her face between her hands. It was a 
common pose with her. "When I've a lad I want a 
man !" she continued — "a man !" 

"Don't you call me a man?" he answered, his eyes 
taking their fill of her face. 

"Of a sort," she rejoined disdainftilly. "Of a sort. 
Good enough for here. But I shan't live all my life 
here! D'you ever think what a God-forsaken comer 
this is, Tyson? Why, man, we are like mice in a dark 
cupboard, and know as much of the world !" 

"What's the world to us?" he asked. Her words and 
her ways were often a little beyond him. 

"That's it!" she answered, in a tone of contemptuous 
raillery. "What's the world to ua? We are here and 
not there. We must curtaey to parson and bob to curate, 
and mind our manners with the overseers ! We must be 
proud if Madam inquires after our conduct, but we 
must not fancy that we are the same flesh and blood as 
she iai Ah, when I meet her," with sudden passion, 
"and she looks at me to see if I am clean, I — do you 
know what I think of? Do you know what I dream of? 
Do you know what I hope" — she snapped her strong 
white teeth together — "ay, hope to see?" 
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"What?" 

"What they saw twenty years ago in France — ^her 
white neck under the knife ! That was what happened to 
her and her like there, I am told, and I wish it could 
happen here ! And I'd knit, aa girls knitted there, 
and counted the heads that fell into the baskets ! When 
that time comes Madam won't look to see if I am 
clean !" 

He looked at her uncomfortably. He did not under- 
stand her. 

"How the devil do you come to know these things?" 
be exclaimed. It was not the first time she had opened 
to him in this strain — not the first by several. And the 
sharp edge was gone from his astonishment. But she 
was not the less a riddle to him and a perplexity — a 
Sphinx, at once alluring and terrifying. "Who told 
you of them? What makes you think of them?" he 



"Do you never think of them?" she retorted, leaning 
forward and fixing her eyes on his. "Do you never 
wonder why all the good things are for a few, and for 
the rest — a crust ? Why the rector dines at the squire's 
table and you dine iu the steward's room? Why the 
parson gives you a finger and thinks be stoops, and his 
ladies treat you as if you were dirt — only the apothecary ? 
Why yon are in one class and they in another till the 
end of time?" 

"D n them!" he muttered, his face a dull red. 

She knew how to touch him on the raw. 

"Do you never think of those things?" she asked. 

"Well," he said, taking her up sullenly, "if I do?" 

She rocked herself back on the settle and looked across 
at him out of half^closed eyes. 
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"Then — if you do think," she answered slowly, "it 
is to be seen if you are a man." 

"A man?" 

"Ay, a man I A man! For if you think of these 
things, if you stand face to face with them, and do 
nothing, you are no man ! And no lad for me !" lightly. 
"You are well matched as it is then. Just a match 
and no more for your white-faced, helpless dumpling 
of a wife!" 

"It is all very well," he muttered, "to talk!" 

"Ay, but presently we shall do as well as talk! Out 
in the world they are doing now ! They are beginning 
to do. But here — what do you know in this cupboard? 
No more than the mice." 

"Fine talk!" he retorted, stung by her contempt. 
"But you talk without knowing. There have been 
parsons and equirea from the beginning, and there will 
be parsons and squires to the end. You may talk until 
you are black in the face, Bess, but you won't alter 
that !" 

"Ay, talk!" she retorted drily. "You may talk. But 
if you do — as they did in France twenty years gone. 
Where are their squires and parsons now? The end 
came quick enough there, Vhen it came." 

"I don't know much about that," he growled. 

"Ay, but I do." 

"But how the devil do you?" he answered, in some 
irritation, but more wonder. "How do you?" And he 
looked round the bare, sordid kitchen. The fire, shoot- 
ing warm tongues up the black cavernous chimney, 
made the one spot of comfort that was visible. 

"Never you mindl" she answered, with a mysf^rious 
and tantalising smile. "I do. And by-and-by, if we've 
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the spirit of a mouse, tluDgs will happen here t Down 
yonder — I see it all — there are thouBands and tens of 
thousands starving. And stacks burning. And mobs 
marching, and men drilling, and more things happening 
than TOu dream of ! And all that means that by-and-by 
I shall be kDittiog while Madam and Miss and that 
proud-faced, slim-necked chit at the inn, who faced us all 
down to-day " 

"Why," he struck in, in fresh eurpriBe, "what has 
she done to you now?" 

"That's my business, never you mind I Only, by-and- 
by, they will all smile on the wrong side of their face!" 

He stared morosely into the fire. And she watched 
him, her long lashes veiling a sly and impish amuse* 
ment If he dreamed that she loved him, if he fancied 
her a victim of his bow and spear, he strangely, most 
strangely, misread lier. And a sudden turn, a single 
quick glance should have informed him. For as the 
flames by turns lit her face and left it to darkness, they 
wrought it to many expressions ; but never to kindness. 

"There's many I'd like to see brought down a piece," 
he muttered at last. "Many, many. And I'm as fond 
of my share of good things as most. But it's all talk, 
there's nought to be done! Nor ever will be! There 
have been parsons and squires from the beginning." 

"Would you do it," she asked softly, "if there were 
anything to be done?" 

"Try me," 

"I doubt it. And that's why you are no lad for me." 

He roge to his feet in a temper at that He turned 
his back on the fire. 

"Whafs the use of getting on this every time!" he 
cried. And he took up his hat. "I'm weary of it I'm 
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off. I don't know that I shall come back again. Whaf s 
the use?" with a side-long glance at her dark, handsome 
face and curving figure which the firelight threw into 
prominence. 

"If there were anything to do," she asked, aa if he 
had never spoken, never answered the question, "would 
you do it?" And she smiled at him, her head thrown 
back, her red lips parted, her eyes tempting. 

"You know I would if— — " He paused. 

"There were some one to be won by it?" 

He nodded, hie eyes kindling. 

"Well " 

Wo more. For as she spoke the word, and he bent 
forward, something heavy fell on the floor overhead; 
and she sat up straight. Her eyes, grown suddenly hard 
and small — perhaps with fright — ^held Tyson's eyea. 

"What's that?" he cried, frowning suspiciously, 
"There's nobody upstairs?" 

"Father's in bed," she said. She held up a finger 
for silence. 

"And there's nobody else in the house?" 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

"Who should there be?" she said. "It's the cat, I 
suppose." 

"You'd better let me see," he rejoined. And he took 
a step towards the staircase door. 

"No need," she answered listlessly, after listening 
anew. "I'm not afraid. The cat is not here; it most 
have been the cat. I'll go up when you are gone, and 
see." 

"Ifs not safe," he grumbled, still inclined to go. 
"You two alone here, and the old man said to be as 
rich as a lord !" 
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"Ay, 8aid to be," she auBwered, smiling "As you 
said you were going ten minutes ago, and you are not 

gone yet But " she roee with a yawn, partly real 

and partly forced, "you must go now, my lad." 

"But why?" he answered. "Whea we were just be- 
guming to understand one another." 

"Why?" she answered pertly, "Because father wants 
to sleep. Because your wife will scratch my eyes out 
if you don't. Because I am not going to say another 
word to-night — whatever I may say to-morrow. And 
because — it's my will, my lad. That's all." 

He muttered his discontent, swinging his hat in his 
hand, and making eyes at her. But she kept him at 
arm's length, and after a moment's argument she drove 
him to the door, 

"All the same," he said, when he stood outside, "you 
had better let me look upstairs." 

But she laughed, 

"I dare say you'd like it I" she said; and she shut 
the door in his face and he heard the great bar that 
secured it shot into its socket in the thickness of the 
wall. In a temper not much better than that in which 
he had left the inn, he groped his way round the house, 
and up the three steps at the comer of the building. 
He swore at the dog that it might know who came, 
and so he paEsed into the road. Once he looked back 
at the house, but all was dark. The windows looked the 
other way. 
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Anthony Cltnb came to a stand before her, and 
lifted bis hat. 

"I underetand," he said, without letting his eyes 
meet hers — he was stiffneea itself, but perhaps he too 
had his emotiona— "that you preferred to see me here 
rather than indoors?" 

"Yes," Henrietta answered. And the girl thanked 
heaven that though the beating of her heart bad nearly 
choked her a moment before, her tone was as hard and 
uncompromising as his. He could not guess, he never 
should guess, what strain she put on nerve and will that 
she might not quail before him; nor how often, with 
her quivering face hidden in the pillow, she had told 
herself, before rising, that it was for once only, once 
only, and that then she need never see again the man she 
had wronged. 

"I do not know," he continued slowly, "whether you 
have anything to say?" 

"Nothing," she answered. They were standing on 
the Ambleside road, a short furlong from the inn. Leaf- 
less trees climbed the hill-side above them ; and a rough 
slope, unfenced and strewn with boulders and dying 
bracken, ran down from their feet to the la^e. 

"Then," he rejoined, with a scarcely perceptible hard- 
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ening of the mouth, "I had best say as briefly as possible 
what I am come to say." 

"If you please," she said. Hitherto she had faced him 
regally. Now she averted her eyes ever so slightly, and 
placed herself so that she looked across the water that 
gleamed pale under the moruing mist. 

Yet, even with her eyes turned from him, he did 
not find it easy to say what he must say. And for a 
few seconds he was silent. At last "I do not wish to 
upbraid you," he began in a voice somewhat lower in 
tone. "You have done a very foolish and a very wicked, 
wicked thing, and one which cannot be undone in the 
eyes of the world. That is for all to see. Yon have left 
your home -and your friends and your family under 
circumstances " 

She turned her full face to him suddenly, 

"Have they," she said, "empowered you to speak to 
me?" 

"Yes." 

"They do not wish to see me themselves?" 

"No." 

"Nor perhaps — wish me to return to them?" 

"No." 

Sho nodded as she looked away again ; in sheer de- 
fiance, he supposed. He did not guess that she did it to 
mask the irrepressible shiver which the news caused her. 

He thought her, on the contrary, utterly unrepentant, 
and it hardened him to speak more austerely, to give 
his feelings freer vent. 

"Had you done this thing with a gentleman," he said, 
"there had been, however heartless and foolish the act, 
some hope that the matter might be set straight. And 
some excuse for yourself ; since a man of our class might 






96 PUNISHMENT 

have dazzled you by the poseeseiou of qualities which 
the perBon you choee could not have. But an elopement 
with a needy adventurer, without breeding, parts, or 
houeety — a criminal, and wedded already " 

"li he were not wedded already," she said, "I had 
been with him now !" 

His face grew a shade more severe, but otherwise he 
did not heed the taunt 

"Sncb an — an act," he said, "unfits you in your 
brother's eyes to return to his home." He paused an 
instant. "Or to the family you have disgraced. I am 
boimd — I have no option, to tell you this." 

"You say it as from them?" 

"I do. I have said indeed lees than they bade me 
say. And not more, I believe on my honour, than the 
occasion requires. A young gentlewoman," he contin- 
ued bitterly, "brought up in the country with every care, 
sheltered from every temptation, with friends, with 
home, with every comfort and luxury, and about to he 
married to a gentleman in her own rank in life, meet« 
secretly, clandestinely, shamefully a man, the lowest of 
the low, on a par in refinement with her own servants, 
but lees worthy 1 She deceives with him her friends, 
her family, her relatives! If" — with some emotion — "I 
have overstated one of these things, God forgive me !" 

"Pray go on !" she said, with her face averted. And 
thinking that she waa utterly hardened, utterly without 
heart, thinking that her outward calm spelled callous- 
ness, and that she felt nothing, he did continue. 

"Can she," he said, "who has been so deceitful her- 
self, complain if the man deceives her? She has chosen 
a worthless creature before her family and her friends? 
Is she not richly served if he treats her after hie own 
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natnre and her example? If, after stooping to the law- 
less levd of snch a poor thing, she finds herself involved 
in his penalties, and ha name a scandal and a shame to 
her family I" 

"Is that all?'* she asked. Bnt not a qniver of the 
voice, not a tremonr of the shoulders, betrajed what she 
was feding, what she suffered, how fiercely the brand 
was burning into her soul. 

"Tliat is all th^ bade me say," he replied in a calmer 
and more gentle tone. "And that they would make ar- 
rangements — such arrangements as may be possible for 
your future. But they would not tske you back." 

"And now — what on your own account?" she asked, 
almost flippantly. "Something, I suppose?" 

"Yes," he said, answering her slowly, and with a 
steady look of condemnation. For in all honesty the 
girl's attitude shocked and astonished him. "I have 
something to say on my own account Something. But 
it is difficolt to say it." 

She turned to hiTn and raised her eyebrows. 

"Beally I" she said. "Tou seem to speak so easily." 

He did not remark bow white, even against the pale 
ahimmer of the lake, was the face that mocked him ; and 
fa^ heartlessness seemed dreadful to him. 

"I wish," he said, "to say only one thing on my own 
account" 

"'Diere is only one thing yon must not say," she re- 
torted, taming on him without warning and speaking 
with concentrated passion. "I have been, it may be, 
as foolish as you say. I am only nineteen. I may have 
been, I don't know about that, very wicked — as wicked 
as yon say. And what I have done in my folly and in 
my — you call it wickedness — may be a disgrace to my 
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familj. But I have done nothing, noUiing, eir," — ehe 
raised her head proudly — "to disgrace myself personally. 
Do you believe that?" 

And then he did notice how whito she was. 

"If yott tell me that, I do believe it," he said gravely. 

"Ton must believe it," she rejoined with sudden ve- 
hemence. "Or you wrong me more cruelly than I have 
wronged you I" 

"I do believe it," he said, conquered for the time by 
a new emotion. 

"^en now I will hear you," she answered, her tone 
Binking again. "I will hear what you wish to say. Not 
that it will bend me. I have injured yon. I own it, and 
am soriy for it on your account. On my own I am 
onhappy, but I had been more unhappy had I manied 
you. You have been frank, let me be frank," she con- 
tinued, her eyes alight, her tone almost imperions. 
'*You sought not a wife, but a mother for your child 1 
A wcanan, a little better bred than a nurse, to whom 
you could entrust the one being, the only being, yon 
love, with less chance of its contamination," she laughed 
icily, "by ths lower orders ! If yon had any other motive 
in choosing me it was that I was your second cousin, 
of your own respectahle family, and you did not dero- 
gate. But you forgot that I was young and a woman, 
as yon were a man. You said no word of lore to me, 
yon begged for no favour; when you entered a room, 
you sought my eye no more than another's, you had no 
more softness for me than for another 1 If you courted 
me at all it was before others, and if you talked to me 
at all it was from the height of wise dullness, and 
about things I did not und»«tand and things I hated ! 
Until," she ctaitinued viciously, "at last I hated youl 
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WhaC could be more natnral? WhsC Sid 700 ei- 
pect?" 

A little colour had stol^i into his face under the lash 
of her reproaches. He tried to Bean indifferent, hut he 
Gonld not His tone was forced and constrained when 
he answered. 

"Yon have strange ideas," he said. 

"And yon have but two t" she riposted. "Politics and 
yonr boy I I cared," with concentrated bitterness, "for 
neither t" 

^liat stnng him to anger and retort 

"I con imagine it," be said. "Your likings appear 
to be on a different plane." 

"They are at least not confined to fiffy families I" she 
rejoined. "I do not think myself divine," she contiiiiied 
with feveriah irony, "and all below me clay! I do not 
think becanae I and all aboat me are dnll and stnpid 
that all the world is dnll and stapid, talking eternally 
abont" — and she deliberately mocked his tone — ■" the 
licence of the press!' and 'the imminence of anarchy I' 
To talk," with snpreme scorn, "of the licoice of the 
press and the imminence of anarchy to a girl of nine- 
teen 1 It was at least to make the way very smooth for 
another!" 

He looked at her in silence, frowning. Her fraokaess 
was an oatroge on his dignity — and he, of all men, 
loved his dignity. But it surprised him at least as much 
OS it shocked him. He remembered the girl sometimes 
silly, sometimes demure, to whom he had cast the hand- 
kercihief; and he had not been more astonished if a 
sheep had stood up and barked at him. He was here, 
prepared to meet a frightened, weeping, shamefaced 
child, imploring pardon, imploring mediation; and he 
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.'fonnd this ! He was here to upbraid, aiid elie scolded 
'him - She marked with imerring eye the joints in hia 
armour, and with her renomooB woman's tongue she 
planted darts that he knew would rankle — ^rankle long 
after she was gone and he was alone. And a faint 
glimpse of the truth broke on him. Was it possible that 
he had misread the girl; whom he had deemed char- 
acterless, when she was not shy? Was it possible that 
he had under-valued her and slighted her? Was it 
possible that, while be had been judging her and t^Jdng 
down to her, she had been judging him and laughing in 
her sleeve? 

The thought was not pleasant to a proud nature. And 
there was another thing he had to weigh. If she were bo 
different in fact from the conception he had formed of 
her, the course which had occurred to him as the beet, 
and which he was going to propose for her, might not 
be the best 

But he put that from him. A name for firmness at 
times compels a man to obstinacy. It was so now. He 
set his jaw more stiSly, and — 

"Will you hear me now?" he asked. 

"If tiiere is anything more to be said," she replied. 
She spoke wearily over her shoulder. 

"I think there is," he rejoined stuhbomly, "one thing. 
It will not keep you long. It refers to your future. 
There is a course which I think may be taken and may 
be advantageous to you." 

"If," she cried impetuously, "it is to take me back to 
those " 

"On the contrary," ho replied. He was not unwilling 
to wound one who had shown herself so unexpectedly 
capable of offence. "That is quite past," he continued. 
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"There is no longer any question of that. And even the 
course I suggest ie not without its disadyantages. It 
may not, at first sight, be more acceptable to yoa than 
Tetnming to your home. But I trust you have leamt 
a lesson, and will now be guided." After saying which 
he coughed and hesitate, and at length, after twice 
pulling up hifl cravat, "I think," he said — "the matter 
is Bomewhat delicate — that I had better write what I 
bave in my mind.*' 

Under the dead weight of depreBsiffli which had suc- 
ceeded to passion, curiosity stirred faintly in her. But — 

"As you please," she said. 

"The more," he continued stiffly, "as in the immedi- 
ate present there is nothing to be done. And therefore 
there is no haste. Until this" — he made a wry face, the 
thing was so hateful to him — ^"this inquiry is at an end, 
and you are free to leave, nothing but preliminaries can 
be dealt with; those settled, however, I think there 
should be no delay. But you shall hear from me within 
the week." 

"Very well." And after a slight pause, "That is 
all?" 

"That is all, I think." 

Yet he did not go. And she continued to stand with 
her shoulder turned towards him. He was a man of 
strong prejudices, and l^e habit of command had ren- 
dered him in some degree callous. But he was neither 
unkind by nature, nor, in spite of the story Walterson 
had told of him, inhuman in practice. To leave a young 
girl thus, to leave her without a word of leave-taking 
or regret, seemed even to him, now it came to the point, 
barbarous. Tlie road stretohed lonely on either side of 
them, the woods were brown and sad and almost leaf- 
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less, the likke below ihem mirrored the unchanging gcey 
above, or lost itself in dreary hubL And he remembered 
her in surronndings so different I He remembered how 
she had been reared, by whom encircled, amid what 
plenitude I And thougb be did not guess that the 
Blender figure standing thus mute and forlorn would 
liaunt him by night and by day for weeks to come, and 
hany and torment him with dumb reproaches — ^he still 
had not the heart to go without one gentler word. 

And 80 "No, there is one thing," he said, his voice 
shaking very slightly, "I would like to add — ^I woold 
like you to know. It is that after next we^ I shall be 
at Bysby in Cartmel — ^Bysby Hall — ^for about a month. 
It is not more than two miles from the foot of the lak^ 
and if you are still here and need advice " 

"Thank you." 

■ " or help, I would like you to know that I am 

there." 

"That I may apply to you?" she said witiiout taming 
her head. 

He could not tell whetber at last there were tears in 
her voice, or whether she were merely drawing him on 
to fiout him. 

"I meant that," he said coldly. 
' "Thank you." 

Certainly there was a queer sound in her voic& 
' He paused awkwardly. 

"There is nothing more, I think?" he said. 

"Nothing, thank you." 

"Very well," he returned. "Hien you will beer from 
me upon the matter I mentioned — ^ia a day or two. 
Qood-bye." 

He went then — awkwardly, slowly. He felt himself. 



in spite of his argnmetitB, in Bpite of his anger, in spite 
of the wrong which she had done him, and the disgrace 
which she brought on hia name, — he felt himself eome- 
tiiing of a cnr. She waa little mi»e than a child, little 
more than a child; and he had not understood herl 
Even now he had no notion how often that plea would 
ring in his ears, and harass him and keep him wakeful. 
And Henrietta? She had told herself before the in- 
terview that with it the worst would be over. Bat as 
she beard his firm tread pass slowly away, down the 
road, and grow fainter and fainter, the pride that bad 
supported her under his eyes sank low. A sense of her 
loneliness, bo cruel that it wrung her heart, eo cruel that 
she could have run after him and begged him to punish 
her, to punish her aa he pleased, if he would not leave 
her deserted, gripped her throat and brought salt tears 
to her eyes. The excitement was over, the datnese re- 
mained ; the failure, and the grey skiea and leaden water 
and dying bracken. And she was alone; alone for al- 
ways. She had defied him, she had defied them all, she 
had told him that whatever happened she woald not go 
back, she would not be taken hack. But she knew now 
that she had lied. And she crossed the road, her step 
nnateady, and stumbled blindly up the woodland path 
above the road, until she came to a place where she knew 
that she was hidden. There she flung herself down on 
her face and cried passionately, stifling her sobs in the 
green damp moss. She had done wrong. She had done 
cruel wrong to him. But she waa only ninetem, and she 
waa being pnnisbed I She was being punished I 




CHAPTER X 

HBNSJBTTA IN NAZ08 

ToUTH feele, let the adult say what he pleasee, more 
deeply than middle age. It suffers and enjoys with a 
poignancy unknown in later life. But in revenge it is 
cast down more lightly, and uplifted with less reason. 
The mature have eeen so many smmy mominga grow to 
tearful noons, so many days of stress close in peace, 
that their moods are not to the same degree at the mercy 
of passing accidents. It is with the young, on the other 
hand, as with the tender shoots ; they raise their heads 
to meet the April sun, as naturally they droop in the 
harsh east wind. And Henrietta had been more than 
girl, certainly more than nineteen, if she had not owned 
the influence of the scene and the morning that lapped 
her about when she next set foot beyond the threshold 
of the inn. 

She had spent in the meantime three days at which 
memory shuddered. Alone in her room, shrinking from 
every eye, turning her back on the woman who waited on 
her, she had found her pride insufficient to support her. 
Solitude is a medium which exaggerates all objects, and 
the longer Henrietta brooded over her past folly and 
her present disgrace, the more intolerable these grew to 
the vision. 

Fortunately, if Modest Ann's heart bled for her, Mrs. 
Gilson viewed her misfortunes with a saner and less 
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SQisitive eye. She saw that if the girl were left longer 
to herseU her health would fail. Already, she remarked, 
the child looked two years older — looked a woman. So 
on the fourth morning Mrs. Gilson burst in cm her, 
found her moping at the window with her eyes on the 
lake, and forthwith, after her fashion, she treated her 
to a piece of her mind. 

"See here, young misB," she said bluntly, "I'll have 
nobody ill in my house I Knch more making themB^YCa 
ill ! In three days Bishop's to be back, and they'll want 
you, like enough. And a pale, peaking face won't help 
you, but rather the other way with mea, such fools as 
they be! You get your gear and go out." 

Henrietta aaid meekly that she would do so. 

"There's a basket I want to send to Tyson's," the 
landlady went on, "She's ailing. If 8 a £ea's load, 
but J suppose," sticking her arms akimbo and looking 
straight at the girl, "you're too much of a lady to carry 
it" 

"I'll take it very willingly," Henrietta said. And she 
rose with a spark of something approaching interest in 
her eyes. 

"Well, I've nobody else," said cunning Mrs. Gilson. 
"And I don't suppose you'll run from me, 'twixt here 
and there. And she's a poor thing. She's going to 
have a babby, and couldn't be more lonely if she was in 
Patterdale." And she described the way, adding that 
if Henrietta kept the road no one would meddle with her 
at that hour of the morning. 

The girl found her head-covering, and, submitting 
with a good grace to the basket, she set forth. As she 
emerged from the inn — for three days she had not been 
out— she cast a half-sbamed, halfniefiaQt look this way 
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and that. But only Modest Ann wss matching her from 
a window ; and if ever St Martin procured for the faith- 
ful a Bummer da;, intempeatwe as the chroniclers have 
it, this was that day. A warm snn glowed in the brown 
hoUowB of the wood, and turned the dying fern to dame, 
and spread the eheen of velvet over green hill-side and 
grey crag. A mild west wind enlivened the snrface of 
the lake with the sparkle of innnmerable waveleta, and 
all that had for days been lead seemed tamed to silver. 
The air was briek and clear ; in a heaven of their own, 
very far off, the great peaks glittered and shone. T^b 
higher Henrietta climbed above the inn-roofs, and the 
caies that centred there, the lighter, in spite of herself — 
how conld it be otherwise with that scene of beauty 
stretched before her? — rose her heart 

Half a dozen times as she monnted the hill she paused 
to view &e scene through the tender mist of her own 
nnhappiness. But every time she stood, the rare fleck 
of cloud gliding across the blue, or the dancing ripple 
of the wat^ b^ow, appealed to her, and caused her 
thoughts to wander; and youth and hope spoke more 
loudly. She was young. Surely at her age an error was 
not irreparable. Surely things would take a turn. For 
even now she was less unhappy, less ashamed. 

When she came to the summit of the shoulder, the 
bare gaontneee of Hinkson's farm, which reeisted even 
the beauty of sunshiue, caused her a momentary chill. 
The dog raved at her from the wind-swept litter of the 
yard. The blind gable-eud scowled through the firs. 
Behind lay the squalid out-buildings, roofless and empfy. 
She hurried by — not without s backward glance. She 
crossed the ridge, and almost immediately saw in a cup 
of the hills below her — so directly below her that roofs 
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and yarda and pig^styes lay mapped out iinder her ^e — 
another farm. On three sides the smooth hill-tarf sloped 
steeply to the walls. On the fourth, where a sb?eam, 
which had its eonrce beside the farm, foimd vent, a 
wood choked the deaceading gorge and hid the vale and 
the lake below. 

Deep-seated in its greoi bowl, the house was as lonely 
in position as the house aa the shoulder, but after a 
warmer and more sheltered fashion. ConceiTably peace 
and pleniy, comfort and happiness might nestle in it 
Yet the nearer Henrietta descended to it, leaving the 
world of space and view, the more a aeaae of stillness 
and isolation and almost of danger, pressed upon her. 
No sound of farm life, no cheery clank of horse-gear, 
no human voice broke the silence of the hills. Only a 
few bens scratched in the fold-yard. 

She struck on the half-open door, and a pair of pat- 
tens clanked across the kitt^en flags. A clownish, dull- 
faced woman with drugget petticoata showed hersdf. 

"I've c(mie to see Mrs. Tyson^" Henrietta said. "She's 
in t^e house F" 

"Oh, ay." 

"Can I see her?" 

"Oh, ay.» 



"She's on the settle." As she spoke the woman stood 
aside, but continued to stare as if her cuiiosil; grudged 
the loss of a moment 

The kitchen, or house place — ^in those days the rough 
work of a farmhouse was done in the scullery — ^was 
spacious and clean, though sparsely and massively fur- 
nished. The flag floor was outlined in white squares, 
and the space about the fire was made more private by 
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a tall settle which flanked the chimney comer and 
averted the dranght. These appearances foretold a red- 
armed buatling house-wife. But they were belied by 
the pale plump face framed in untidy hair, which half 
in fright and half in bewilderment peered at her over 
the arm of the eettle. It was a face that had been pretty 
after a feeble f aahion no more than twelve months back : 
now it bore the mark of strain and trouble. And when 
it was not peevish it was frightened. Certainly it was 
no longer pretty. 

The owner of the face got slowly to her feet "Is it 
me yon want?" she said, her tone spiritlese. 
■ "If you are Mrs. T^son," Henrietta answered gently. 

"Yes, I am." 

"I have brought you some things Mrs. Gilson of the 
inn wished to send you." 

"I am obliged to you," with stiff shyness. 

"And if yon do not mind," Henrietta continued 
frankly, "I will rest a little. If I do not trouble yon." 

"No, I'm mostly alone," the young woman answered, 
slowly and apathetically. And she bade the servant set a 
chair for the visitor. That done, she despatched the 
woman with the basket to the larder. 

Then "I'm mostly alone," she repeated. And this 
time her voice quivered, and her eyes met the other 
woman's eyes. 

"But," Henrietta said, smiling, "you have your hus- 
band." 

"He's often away," wearily. "He's often away; by 
day and night. He's a doctor." 

"But your servant? You have her?" 

"She goes home, nights. And then " with a 

spasm of the querulous face that had been pretty no 
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more than a year before, "the hours arc long when you 
are alone. Yon don't know," timidly reaching out a 
hand as if she would touch Henrietta's frock — but with- 
drawing it quickly, "what it is to be alone, miga, all night 
in such a house as tbis." 

"No, and no one should he!" Henrietta answered. 

She glanced round the great silent kitchen and tried 
to fancy what the house would be like of nigbta ; when 
darkness settled down on the hollow in the hills, and 
the wood cut it off from the world below; and when, 
whatCYer threatened, whatever came, whatever face of 
terror peered through the dark-paned window, whatever 
sound, weird or startling, rent the silence of the dis- 
tant rooms, this helpless woman must face it alone 1 

She shuddered, 

"But you are not alone all night?" she said. 

"No, but " in a whisper, "often until after mid- 
night, miss. And once — all night." 

Henrietta restrained the words that rose to her lips. 

"Ah, well," she said, "you'll have your baby by-and- 
by." 

"Ay, if it lives," the other woman answered moodily 
— "if it lives. And," she continued in a whisper, with 
her scared eyea on Henrietta's face, and her hand on 
her wrist, "if I live, miss." 

"Oh, but you must not think of that!" the girl pro- 
teeted cheerfully. "Of course you will live." 

"I've mostly nought to do but think," Tyson's wife 
answered, "And I think queer things — ^I think queer 
things. Sometimes" — tightening her hold on Henri- 
etta's arm to stay her shocked remonstrance— "that he 
does not wish me to live. He's at the house on the shoul- 
der — Hinkson's, the one you passed — most nights. 
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fRieiVs a girl iJiere. And yesterday he sud if I vas 
londy she ehoald come and bide here while I laid np, 
and ahe'd be company for me. Bat" — in & wavering 
tone that waa almcffit a wul — "I'm afraid t — I'm afraid." 

"Afraid?" Henrietta repeated, trembling a little in 
eympathy, and drawing a little nearer the other. "Of 
what?" 

"Of her I" the woman muttered, averting her eyes that 
she might watch the door. "Of Beaa. She's gypey blood, 
and ifs blood that sticka at notiiing. And ahe'd he 
glad I was gone. She'd have him then. I know I She 
made a sign at me one day when my back was tamed, 
but I aaw it. And it waa not for good. Besides " 

"Oh, but indeed," Henrietta protested, "indeed, yoa 
must not think of these things. You are not well, and 
you have fancies." 

Mrs. Tyson shook her head. 

"You'd have fancies," in a gloomy tone, "if you lived 
in this house." 

"It is only because you are so moch alone in it," the 
girl protested. 

"'That's not all," with a shudder. The woman leant 
forward and spoke low with her eyes glued to the door. 
"That's not all. You don't know, nobody knows. No* 
body knows — thafs alive! But once, after I came to 
live here, when I complained that be was out eo madi 
and was not treating me well, he took and showed me^ 
he took and showed me " 

"What?" Henrietta spoke as lightly as she could. 
"What did he show you?" For the woman had broken 
ofF, and with her eyes closed seemed to be on the point 
of fainting. 

"Nothing— nothing," Mra. Tyson said, recovering 
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herself with a aodden gasp. "And here's the basket, 
misB. M^ liree down below. Shall she carry the basket 
to Mrs. Gilson'e ? It is not fitting s young lad; like you 
should carry it" 

"Oh, no; I will take it," Henrietta answered, with 
as careless an air as she could muster. 

And after a moment's awkward hesitation, under the 
^es of the dull serring-maid, she rose. She would 
gladly have stayed and heard more; for her pity and 
curiosity were alike vividly roused. But it was plain 
that for the presait she could neither act upon the one 
nor assuage the other. She read a plea for silrace in the 
eyes of the weak, frightened woman; and having said 
that probably Mrs. Gilaon would be sending her that 
way again before long, she took her leave. 

Wondering much. For the low-ceiled kitchen, with 
its shadowy chimney-comer and itfi low-browed windows, 
had another look for her now; and the stilluess of the 
house another meaning. All might be the fancy of a ner- 
Tone, brooding woman. And yet there was something. 
And, something or nothing, there were unhappiness and 
fear and cruelty in this quiet work. As she climbed the 
track that led again to the lip of the basin, and to sun- 
shine and brisk air and freedom,she had less pity for her- 
self, she thought less of herself. She might have lain at 
the mercy of a careless, faithless husband, who played on 
her feaxs and mocked her appeals. Sh^ when in hei 
early unbroken days she complained, might have been 
taken and scared by — ^heaven knew what ! 

She was still thinking with indignation of the woman's 
plight when she gained the road. A hundred paces 
brought her te Hinkson's. And there, standing under 
Ihe firs at the comer of the bouse, and looking over her 
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Bhonlder as if she had turned, in the act of entering, to 
Bee who passed, was the dark girl; the same whose in- 
solent smile had annoyed her on the morning of her 
arrival, before she knew what was in store for her. 

Their eyes met Again Henrietta's face, to her in- 
tense vexation, flamed. Then the dog sprang up and 
raved at her, and she passed on down the road. But she 
was troubled. She waa vexed with herself for losing 
countenance, and still more angry with the girl whose 
moddng smile had so strange a power to wound her. 

"That must be the creature we have been discnssing," 
she thought. "Odd that I should meet her, and still 
more odd that I should have seen her before I I don't 
wonder that the woman fears her I But why does she 
look at me, of all people, after that fashion ?" 

She told herself that it was her fancy, and trying to 
forget the matter, she tripped on down the road. I^^»- 
enUy, before her cheeks or her temper were quite cool, 
ahe saw that she was going to meet some one — a mtn 
who was slowly mounting the hill on horseback. A mo- 
ment later she made out that the rider who was ap- 
proaching was Mr. Homyold, and her face grew hot 
again. The meeting was humiliating. She wished her- 
self anywhere else. But at the worst she conld bow 
coldly and pass by. 

She reckoned without the justice, who was wont to 
say that when he wore a cassock he was a parson, and 
when he wore his top-boots he was a gentleman. He 
recognised her with a subdned "View halloa!" and 
pulled up as she drew near. He slid from his saddle — 
with an agility his bulk did not promise — and barred the 
way. 

With a grin and an over-gallant salute, "Dear, dear. 
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dear," be said. "Isn't this out of bounds, youug lady? 
Outside the mles of the bench, eh? Wbafd Motl^ 
GilsoQ be saying if she sav 70a here?" 

"I have been on an errand for her," Henrietta re- 
plied, in her coldest tone. 

Bnt she had to stop. The road was narrow, and he 
had, as b; accident, put his horse acroee it. 

"An errand?" he said, smiling more broadly, "as 
far as this ? She is very trusting ! More trusting than 
I should be with a young lady of your appearance, who 
twist all the men round your finger." 

Henrietta's eyes sparkled. 

"I am returning to her," she said, "and I am late. 
Please to let me pass." 

"To be sure I will," he said, But instead of moving 
aside he drew a pace nearer; so that between himself, 
the horee, and the bank, she was hemmed in. "To be 
sure, young lady I" he continued. "But that is not quite 
the tone to take with the powers that be ! We are gentle 
as sucking doves — ^to pret^ young women — while we 
are pleased ; and ready to stretch a point, as we did the 
other day, for our friend Cljne, who was so deaced 
mysterious about the matter. But we must have our 
fuid pro quo, eh ? Come, a kiss \ Just one. There are 
only the birds to see and the hedges to tell, and 111 
warrant" — the leer more plain in his eyes — "you are 
not always so particular," 

Henrietta was not frightened, but she was angry and 
savage. 

"Do you know who I am?" she cried, for the moment 
forgetting herself in her passion. 

"No I" he answered, before she could say more. "TVat 
is just what I don't know, my girl. I have taken yon 
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m intst and jon are prettj enooghl Bnt I know Cljve, 
and he is interested in yon. And his taste is good 
auragh for me!" 

"Let me pass 1" she cried. 

He tried to seize her, but she evaded his gnep, slipped 
fearlessly behind the horse's heels and stood free. 
Eomyold wheeled about, and with an oath : 

"Yon aly baggagel" he cried. "Yon are not going 
to escape so easily I Yon " 

There he stopped. !N'ot twenty yards from him and 
less than that distance beyond her, was a stranger. Hie 
agbt was so little to be expected in that solitaiy plac^ 
he had been so sure that they were alone and the girl 
at the merey of his mdenees, that he broke off, staring. 
The stranger came slowly on, and when almost abreast 
of Henrietta raised his hat and paused, dividing his 
regards between the scowling magistrate and the indig- 
nant girl. 

"Good monung," he said, addressing her. "If I am 
not inopportune, I have a letter for yon from Captain 
Clyne." 

"Then be good enough," she answered, "first to take 
me out of the company of this person." And she tamed 
her shoulder on the justice, and taking the stranger with 
her — almost in his own despite — she sailed off; and, a 
▼eiy picture of outraged dignity, swept down the road. 

Mr. Homyold glared after her, his bridle on his ann. 
And his face was red with fury. Seldom had he been 
so served. 

"A parson, by heaven 1" he said. "A regnUr Meth- 
ody, too, by his niminy-piminy get-up I Who is he, I 
wcmder, and what in the name of mischief brought him 
here just at that moment? Ten to one she was looking 
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to meet him, and that vas vhj she played the prnde, 
the little cat I To be Btire. Bat 111 be even with her — 
in Appleby gaol or oat I An for him, I're never aet 
eyee on him. And I've a good notion to have him taken 
up and lodged in ihe lock-up. Any way. 111 set the mn- 
ners on him. Not mnch spirit in him by the look of 
him ! But she's a spit-fire I" 

Hr, Homyold had been bo long accustomed to consider 
the girls of the village fair sport, that he was consider- 
ably pnt ont. True, Henrietta was not a village girL 
She was something more, and a mystery; nor least a 
mystery in her relations vith Captain Clyne, a man 
whom the jnatdce admitted to be more important than 
himself. But she was in trouble, she was under a cloud, 
she was smirched with saspicion ; she was certainly no 
better than she should be. And not experience only, 
but all the coarser instincts of the man forbade him 
to believe in anch a voman'a "'So,.*' 
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Fofi a foil hundred yards Henrietta walked cm witii 
her head in the air, too angry to accoet or even to look 
at her companioQ; vho, on his part, tripped me^y 
beside her. Tlien a sense of the absnrdi^ of the position 
— of his position rather than her own, for she had 
whirled h im off whether he wonld or no— overcame her. 
And she laughed. 

"Was ever anything so ridiculous?" she cried. And 
she looked at hji p askance and something ashamed. He 
quick movement which had enabled her to escape had 
loosened the thick mass of her fair hair, and this, with 
her flushed cheeks and kindled eyes, showed her so 
handsome that it was veil the impetuous justice was 
no longer with her. 

The stranger was apparently less impressionable. 

"I am glad," he said primly, "that my coming was 
80 opportune." 

"Ohl I was not afraid of him," Henrietta answersd, 
tossing her head. 

"No?" he rejoined, "Indeed. Still, I am glad that 
I came so opportunely." 

He was a neat, trim man in black, of a pale com- 
plexion, and with the small features and the cjiarp nose 
that indicate at once timidity and obstinacy; the noee 
that in the case of the late Right Hononrable William 
Pitt, whom he was proud to resemble, meant something 
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more. But for a pair of bright eyes he had been wholly 
mean, and wholly insignificaDt ; and Henrietta saw 
nothing in him either formidable or attraddTe. She 
had a notion that she had seen hi'm somewhere; but it 
was a vagne notion, and how he came to be hers or 
commiBsioned to her she coald no more conjecture than 
if he had risan from the ground. 

"Yon are a stranger here?" she said at last, after 
more than one side-long glance. 

"Yes, I descended from the coach an hour ago." 

"And came in search of me?" 

"Precisely," he replied. "Being empowered to do eo," 
he continued, with a slight bnt formal bow, "by Capttun 
Anthony Clyne, to whom I have the honour — my name 
is Sutton — of being related in the capacity of chaplain." 

She coloured more violently with shame than before 
with anger : and all her troubles came back to her. Proba- 
bly this man knew all; knew what she had done and 
what had happened to her. It was cruel — oh, it was 
cruel to Bend him I For a moment she conld not collect 
her thoughts or master her voice. But at last, 

"Oh!" she said confusedly. "I see. A lovely view 
from here, is it not?" 

"Yes, to be sure," he replied, with the same precision 
with which he had spoken before. "I ought to have 
noticed it." 

"And yon bring me a letter?" 

"It was Captdn dyne's wish that I — ■ — " he hesi- 
tated, and was plainly embarrassed — ^"that I should, in 
fact, offer my company for a day or two. While yon 
are under the care of the good woman at the inn." 

She turned her face towards him, and regarded him 
with a mixtore of surprise and distaste. I^en, 
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"Indeed?" she said cold]y. "ht whMk eapadij, if 
yon please?" 

But the wordB said, ahe f eLt her chedcs grow hot 
jnaj thought BO ill of her, she had ao nusbehaved her- 
adf , thai a duenna was not enough ; a clergyman most 
be sent to lecture her. By-and-b; he would talk goody- 
goody to her, such as th^ talked to Lucy in The Fair- 
cluld Family! Save that she was grown up and Lncy 
was not! 

"But it does not matter," she continued hurriedly, 
and before he could answer, "I am obliged to you, but 
Hrs. Gilson is quite able to take care of me." 

"And yet I came very opportunely — ^inst now," he 
said. "I am glad I came so opportandy." 

Beminded of the insolence to whidi her loneliness 
had exposed her, Heairietta felt hsr check grow hot 

"Oh," she said, 1 did not need yon I But I thou^t 
you said you brought a letter ?" 

"I have a letter. But I beg leave — to postpone ita 
delivery for a day or two." 

"How?" in astoniahment. "If itia for me?" 

"By Captain dyne's directions," he answered. 

She stopped short and faced him, rebellion in her 
eyes. 

"^en why," she said proudly, "seek me out now if 
this letter is not to be delivered at once?" 

"That, too, is by his order," Mr. Sutton explained 
in the same tone. "And pardon me for saying," he 
continued, with a meaning cough, "that I have seen 
enough to be assored of Captain dyne's forethought. 
Apart from which, in Lancashire, at any ratc^ the times 
are so troubled, the roads so unsafe, the common people 
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BO o n tragcooB, thst for a yonng lady to vaUc out alMie 
is not 8C^e." 

"Ho Bhonld have sent a aorvant, then I" she answeiei 
sharply. 

A f^t colour roee to ihe chaplain's cheeks. 

"He thoTight me more tnutworthy, perhaps," he said 
meekly. "And it is possible he was imder the impre^ 
sion that my company might be more acceptable." 

"If I may be plain," she answered tartly, "I am in 
no mood for a stranger's company." 

"And yet," he said, with a gleam of appeal in his 
eyes, "I would fain hope to make myself acceptable." 

She gave him no direct answer ; only, 

"I cannot miderstand, I really cannot nnderstand," 
she said, "of what he was thinking. Yon had bett^ 
give me the letter now, sir, I may find something in 
that which may explain." 

Bnt he only cast down his eyes. 

"I am afraid," he said, "that I mnst not disob^ flie 
directions which Captain Clyne laid upon me.'* 

"Yei7 good," she retorted; "that is as yon please. 
Only— onr paths separate here. Ilie road we are on will 
take yon to the inn— yon cannot miss it Hy path lies 
this way." 

And with a stiff little bow she laid her hand <hi the 
gate which gave entrance to the field-path; the same 
path that led down throngh the coppice to the back 
of tiie Low Wood inn. She passed throngh. 

He hesitated an instant, then he also tnmed in at the 
gate. And as she halted, eyeing him in displeaanr^— 

"I really cannot let yon stray from the high-road 
alone," he said. "Yon will pardon me, I am sore, if I 
seem intmsive. Bnt it is not safe. I bare seen enongh," 
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nHh a Bmirlc, "to knoir that — ^tbat beauty unattended 
goes in danger amid these lovely" — he waved his hand 
in kindly patronage of the lake — "these lovely, hut wild 
snrroundinge." 

"You mean," she answered, with a dangerous light in 
her eyes, "that you will force your company on me, sir? 
Whether I will or no?" 

"Not force, no! Not No I But I must, I can Mily 
do as I am ordered. I should not presume of myself," 
he continued, with a touch of real humility — ^"even to 
offer my company. I should not look 30 high. I should 
think such an honour above me. But I was led to be- 
lieve " 

"By Captain Clyne?" 

"Yes, that — that, in fact, you were willing to make 
what amends you could for the injury done to him. 
And that, if only for that reason, I might expect a more 
favoorable reoeption at your hands." 

"But why, sir? — why?" she cried, cut to the quick. 
To suffer this man, this stranger, to talk to her of 
making amradsl "What good will it do to Captain 
Clyne if I receive you ever so favourably?" 

He looked at her humbly, with appeal in his eyes. 

"If you would deign to wait," he said, and he wiped 
his forehead, "I think I could make that more clear 
to you afterwards." 

But very naturally his persistence offended her. That 
word amends, too, stuck in her throat Her pride, made 
restive by her encounter with Homyold, was up in arms. 

"I shall not wait a moment," she said. "Not a mo- 
ment! Understand, sir, that if you accompany me 
against my will, my first act on reaching the inn will 
be to complain to the landlady, and seek her protection." 
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"Surely not againBt Captain Cljme's pleni — ^plenipo- 
tentiary?" he mnrmured abjectly. "Surely not!" 

"I do not know what a plem-plenipotentiary is," she 
retorted. "But if yon follov me, yon follow at yonr 
peril I" 

And she turned her back on him, and ptnoged down- 
wards through the wood. She did not deign to look be- 
hind ; but her ears told her that he was not following. 
For the rest, all the beauty of the wood, shot through 
with golden lights, all the cool lovelinesB of the dell, 
with its emerald mosses and flash of jewelled wings, were 
lost upon her now, so sore was she and so profoundly 
humiliated. Twice in one morning she had been in- 
sulted. Twice in one hour had a man shown her that 
he held her fair game. Were they right, th^ who 
preached that outside the sanctum of home no girl was 
safe? Or was it her story, her conduct, her disgrace 
known to all for miles round, that robbed her of the right 
to respect? 

Either way she was unhappy, frightened, nay, shocked ; 
and she longed to be within doors, where she need not 
restrain herself. Too proud to confide in Mrs. Gilson, 
she longed none the less for some one to whom she conld 
unburden herself. Was she to go through the world 
exposed to such scenes? Must she be daily and hourly 
on her guard against rude insult, or more odious gal- 
lantries? And if these things befell her in this quiet 
spot, what must she expect in the world, deserted as she 
was by all those who would once have protected her? 

She looked to gain her room without further un- 
pleasantness; for the path she followed led her to the 
back door, and she could enter that way. But she was 
not to be ao fortunate. In the yard, awaiting her with 
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his faat in his hand and the flush of haste cm hia pallid 
face, WB8 Mr. Sntton, 

Poor Henrietta t she ground her small teeth together 
in her rage, and her face was scarlet But her mind was 
made up. If Mr. Sutton counted on her being vorse 
than her vord she would show him his mistake. 

"I shall send for the landlady," she said; and beckon' 
ing to a stable-help who was crossing the yard with a 
bucket, "Fetch Mrs. Gilson," she aaid. "Tell her -" 

"One momenti" Mr, Sntton interposed with meek 
firmness. "I am going to give 70U the letter. It will 
explain all, and I hope justify my ccmduct, which I 
cannot believe to have been ofEensive." 

"That is a matter of opinion," Henrietta said loftily. 
She held out her hand. "The letter, sir, if you please." 

" One favour, I b^," he said, with a gesture that dep- 
recated her impatience. He waved the groom ont of , 
hearing. "This is not a fit place for you or" — ^with a 
return of dignity — "for the businesB on which I am 
here. Do me the favour of seeing me within or of walk- 
ing a few yards with me. There is a seat by the lake, 
if yon will not admit me to your apartments." 

She frowned at him. But she saw the wisdom of con- 
cluding the matter, and she led the way into the road and 
turned to the right. Immediately, however, she remem- 
bered that the Ambleside road would lead her to the spot 
where Captain Clyne had taken leave of her, and she 
turned and walked the other way until she came to the 
place where the Troutbeck lane divei^ed. Tliere she 
stood. 

"The letter, if you please," she said. She spoke with 
the cont^nptnons hardness which youth, sddom cou- 
mderate of others' feelings, is prone to display. 
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He hdd it an instant in Iiis liand aa if he cotild not 
bear to part vith it. Bnt at la^t, with a dismal look 
and an abject sentence or two, he gave it up. 

"I heg yon, I implore you," he muttered as she took 
it^ '*to announce no hasty decision. To believe that I 
am something more and better than you think me now. 
And that ill as I have set myself before yon, I would 
fain laboor to show myself juore — ^more worthy 1" 

^e words were so strange, his manner was eO puzzling, 
titat Qiej pierced the armoor of her dislike. She pansed, 
staring at him. 

"Worthy 1" she exclaimed. "Worthy of what?" 

"The letter " 

"Yes, the letter will tell me." 

And with a haughty air she broke the seal. As she 
lead {Jie turned hers^ from him, so that he saw little 
more of her face than her firmly moulded chin. But 
when she had carried her ^es scnne way down the sheet 
he noticed that her hands began to ahake 

"Henrietta," so Captain Clyne began, — ^"for to add 
any term of endearment were either too little or too 
much — ^I have thou^t long and painfully, as becomes 
one who expected to be by this time your husband, on 
the situation in which you have placed yourself by an 
escapade, the consequmces of which, whatever action be 
taken, must be permanently detrimental. Of these, as 
they touch myself, I say nothing, the object of these lines 
being to indicate a way by which I trust your honour 
and character may be redeemed. The bearer, whtun I 
know for a man of merit and respectability, saw yon 
by diance on the occasion of your visit to my house, and, 
as I learned by a word indiscreetly dropped, admired 
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you. He has been admitted to the secret of yonr adven- 
ture, and is willing, wi^out more and upon m; repre- 
sentation of the facts of the case, to make you his vife 
and to give 7011 the shelter of his name. After long 
thought I can devise no better course, whsreby, innocent 
of aught but folly, as I believe yon to be, the honour 
of the family can be preaerred. Still, I would not sug- 
gest or advise the step were I not sure that Mr. Sutton, 
though beneath us by extraction, is a person of parts and 
Torth in whose hands yoar fntnra will be saie, while 
his material prosperity shall be my care. I have advised 
him to take such opportanities as oSer of cimimmding 
himself to you before delivering this note. Qladly would 
I connsel you to take the advice of your brother and his 
wife were I not aware how bitter is their resentment 
and how complete their estrangement. I, on the other 

hand, whose right to advise you may question Bat 

it were idle to say more tiian that I forgive you, as I 
hope to be forgiven. Nor will yonr interests ever be 
indifferent to 

"Tour kinsman, 
"Anthont Clynb." 

Mr. Sntton noted the growing iremour of the hands 
which held the paper — he conld hear it mstle. And 
his face, nsnally so pallid, flushed. Into the grejmess 
of a life that bad been happier if the chaplain had pos- 
sessed less of those parts for which Captain Clyne com- 
mended him, had burst this vision of a bride, young, 
beautiful, and brilliant ; a danghter of that world which 
tiiought him honoured by the temporary possession of a 
single finger, or the gift of a careless nod. Who conld 
blame him if he sncxmmbed? Aladdin, on the point of 



CAPTAIN CLYNHTS PI-AN 125 

marriage with the daughter of tiie Saltan, bent to no 
greater temptation ; nor any barber or calendar of them 
all, when on the verge of a like match. He had seen 
Henrietta once only, he had viewed her then as a thing 
of grace and refinement meet only for his maater. At 
the prospect of poeeeseing her, such scruples as rose in 
his mind faded quickly. He told himself that he would 
be foolish indeed if he did not carry the matter through 
with a bold face; or if for fear of a few bard words, or a 
posting beauty, he yielded up the opportonity of a life. 

On the hill he had proved himself equal to the call. 
Not BO now. He had pictured the girl taking the news 
in many ways, in ecom, in anger, with shallow coquetry, 
or in dull resignation. But he had never anticipated 
the way in which she did take it. When she bad read 
the letter to the end she turned her back on him and 
bent ber head. 

"Oht" she cried; and broke into weeping — not pas- 
sionate nor bitter, he was prepared for that — but the soft 
and helpless weeping of a broken thing. 

Thai they, that Anthony Clyne, above all, should do 
this to her I That he should think of her as a chattel 
to be handed from one to another, a girl so light that 
all men were the same to her, if they were men I That 
they, that he should hold her so cheap, deem her so 
smirched by what bad passed, misread her so vilely as 
to think that she bad fallen to this I That with indif- 
ference she would give herself to any man, no matter 
to whom, if she could that way keep her name and hold 
up ber head I 

It hurt her horribly. Nay, for the time it broke her 
down. The mid-day coach swept by to the inn door, 
and the parson, standing beside her, ashamed of bimeelf 
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and consciotiB of the passengers' cnrioiu glances, vished 
Iiunself anywhere else. But she was wounded too sorely 
to care who saw or who heard; end she wept openly 
though quietly tintil the first sharpness of the pain was 
blunted. Then he thonght, as her sobbing grew less 
vehement, that his time waa come, that he might yet 
be heard. And he mnrmTired that he was grieved, he 
was stably grieved. 

"So am 1 1" she said, dabbing her eyes with her wet 
handkerchief. She sobbed oat the words so humbly, so 
weakly, that be was encouraged. 

"Theai may I — ^may I return presently?" he mop- 
mured, with a nervous cough. "Tou must stand in 
need of advice? And — and by some one near yon? 
When you are more composed perhaps? Yes. Not that 
there is any hurry," he added quickly, frightened by a 
movement of her shoulders. "Not at all. I'll not say 
another word now I By-and-by, by-and-by, dear young 
lady, you will be more campoaeA. To-morrow, if you 
prefer it, or even the next day. I shall wait, and I shall 
be here." 

She gave her ^'es a last dab and turned. 

"I do not blame you," she said, her voice broken by 
a sob. "Tou did not know me. But you must go bac^ 
— ^you must go back to him at once and tell him that I 
— ^that he has punished me as sharply as he could wish." 
She dabbed her face again. "I do not know what I 

shall think of him presently, but I Oh, oh !" with 

a fresh burst of tears, "th^ he should do this to mel — 
that he should do this !" 

He did not know her, as she s^d ; and, small blame 
to him, he misread her. Because she neither stormed 
nor sneered, but only wept in (his heart-brokesi fashi<Hi, 
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like a child cowed by a beating, he fancied that the task 
before him was not above hia powers. He thought her 
plastic, a creature easily moulded; and that already 
she was bending herself to the fate proposed for hsx. 
And in soothing tones, for he was genuinely sorry for 
her, "There, there, my dear young lady," he said, "I 
know it is something hard. It is hard. But in a little 
while, a very little while, I trusty it will seem leas hard. 
And tha« is ijme before US. Time to become acquainted, 
time to gain knowledge of (me another. Plenty of time I 
.There is no hurry." 

She lowered her handkerchief from her eyes and looked 
at him, over it, as if, without understanding, she thanked 
him for his sympathy. With her tear^washed eyelashes 
and rumpled hair and neck-ribbon she loolred more 
chi l dis h , she seemed to him less formidable. He took 
heart of grace to go on. 

"Captain Clyne shall be told what you feel about it," 
he said, thinking to soothe and humour her. "He shall 
be told all in good time. And ereiything I can say and 
anything I i^n do to ligh tw i the harden «"<1 meet your 

«Tou?" 

** X shall do, be sure I" 

He was beginning to feel his fee^ and he spoke ear- 
nestly. He spoke, to do him justice, with feeling. 

"Your happiness," he said, "will be the one, at any 
Tate the first, and main object of my life. As time 
goes on I hope and believe that you will find a recom- 
pense in the. service and devotion of a life, although a 
humble life; and always I will be patient I will wait, 
my dear young lady, in good hope." 

"Of what?" 
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The tone of the two words sho<^ Mr. Sotton un- 
pleasantly. He redd^ted. But with an effort, 

"In what hope?" he answered, embarraseed by the 
audden rigidi^ of her face. "In the hope," with a 
feeble smile, "that in no long time — ^I am presnmptnona, 
I know — ^you will see some merit in me, my dear yonng 
lady. And will assent to my wishes, my humble, ardent 
wishes, and those of my too-generous patron," 

There were no tears in her eyes now. She seemed to 
tower above him in her indignation. 

"Tour wishes, yon miserable little man?" she cried, 
with B look which pierced his vanity to the quick. "They 
are nothing to me ! Go hack to your master t" 

And before he conld rally his forces or speak, she 
was ^one from him into tiie house. He heard a snigger 
behind the hedge, hut by the time he had climbed the 
bank — ^with a crimson face — ^there was no one to be 
seen. 

He stood an instant, brooding, with bis eyes on Hie 
road. 

"A common man would give up," he muttered. "But 
I shall not ! I am no common man. I shall not give 
np." 




CHAPTER XII 



Mit. Sdtton was a vain man and sensitive, and thougli 
he clung to hope, Henrietta's words hurt him to the 
quick. The name of Chaplain was growing obsolete at 
this time; it was beginning to import unpleasant things. 
With this chaplain in particular hie dependence on a 
patron was a sore point; for with some capacity, he 
lacked, and knew that he lacked, that strength of mind 
which enables a man to hold his own, be his position 
what it may. For an hour, writhing under the reflection 
that ev^ the yokels about him were aware of his dis- 
comfiture, he was cast down to the very ground. He 
was inclined to withdraw his hand and let the dazzling 
vision pass. 

Then he rallied his forces. He bethought him how 
abnormal was the chance, how celestial the dream, how 
sweet the rapture of possessing the charms that cow 
flouted him. And he took heart of grace. He raised his 
head, he enlisted in the cause all the doggedness of his 
nature. He recalled stories, inaccurately remembered, 
of Swift and Voltaire and Rousseau, all dep^dants who 
had loved, and all men of no greater capacity, it was 
possible, than himself. What slights had they not en- 
countered, what scornful looks, and biting gibes! But 
they had persisted, having less in their favour than he 
had; and he would persist And he would triumph as 
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they had triumphed. What matter a trifling loss of 
countenance as he passed by the coach-office, or a burn- 
ing sensation down the spine when those whom he had 
left tittered behind him? He laughed best who laughed 
last 

For such a chance would never, could never fall to him 
again. The Caliph of Bagdad was dead, and princesses 
wedded no longer with calendars. Was he to toss away 
the one ticket which the lottery of life had dropped in 
his lap? Surely not And for scruples — ^he felt them 
no longer. The girl's stinging words, her scornful taunt, 
had silenced the small voice that on his way hither had 
pleaded for her; urging him to spare her loneliness, to 
take no advantage of her defenceless position. Bah ! 
If that were all, she could defend herself well. 

So Henrietta, when she came downstairs, a little 
paler and a little prouder, and with the devil, that is 
in all proud women, a little nearer to urging her on some- 
thing, no matter what, that might close a humiliating 
scene, was not long in discovering a humble black pres- 
ence that by turns followed and evaded her. Mr. Sutton 
did not venture to address her directly. To put himself 
forward was not his role. But he sought to commend 
himself by self-effacement; or at the most by such meek 
services as opening the door for her without lifting his 
eyes above the hem of her skirt, or placing a thing within 
reach before she learned her need of it. Nevertheless, 
whenever she left her room she caught sight of him; 
and the consciousness that he was watching her, that hia 
eyes were on her back, that if her gown caught in a nail 
of the floor he would be at hand to release it, wore on her 
nerves. She tried to disregard him, she tried to be 
indifferent to him. But there he always was, pale, oh- 
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Btinate, cringiog, and waitmg. And so great Ib the 
power of pereiatence, that she began to fear him. 

Between his insidious court and the dread of Mr. 
Homyold's gallantries she was uncomfortable as well as 
wretchedly unhappy. The position shamed ber. She 
felt that it was her own conduct which she had to thank 
for their pursuit; and for Anthony Clyne's more cruel 
insult, which she swore she would never forgive. She 
knew that in the old life, within the fence where she 
had been reared, no one had ever dared to take a liberty 
with her or dreamed of venturing on a freedom. Now 
it was so different So different! And she was so 
lonely! She stood fair game for all. Presently even 
the village louts would nndge one another when she 
passed, or follow her in the hope of they knew not what. 

Already, indeed, if she passed the threshold she had 
a third follower; whose motives were scarcely less of- 
fensive than the motives of the other two. Mr. Bishop 
had been away for nearly a week scouring the roads be- 
tween Cockermouth and Whitehaven, and Maryport and 
Carlisle. He had drawn, as he hoped, a net round the 
quarry — if it had not already escaped. In particular, he 
had made sure that trusty men — and by trusty men Mr. 
Bishop meant men who would not refuse to share the 
reward with their superiors — watched the most likely 
places. These arrangements had taken his brown tops 
and sturdy figure far afield : bo that scarce a pot-house 
in all that country was now ignorant of the face of John 
Bishop of Bow Street, scarce a saddle-horse was un- 
versed in his weight Finally he had returned to the 
centre of his spider's web, and rather than be idle he 
was giving himself up to stealthy observation of Hen- 
rietta. ■ 
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For he had one point in common with Mr. Sutton, 
While the Low Wood folk exhausted themselves in aur- 
mises and believed in a day a dozen etories oi the girl 
who had dropped so strangely among them, the runner 
knew who she was. Perforce he had been taken into 
confidence. But thereupon his experience of the criminal 
kind led him astray. He remembered how Btnbbomly 
she had refused to give her name, to give information, 
to give anything; and he suspected that she knew where 
Walterson lay hid. He thought it more than likely that 
she was still in relations with him. A girl of her breed- 
ing, the runner argued, does not give up all for a ro- 
mantic stranger unless she loves him : and once in love, 
such an one sticks at nothing. So he too haunted her 
footsteps, vanished when she came, and appeared when 
she retreated; and all with an air of respect which mad- 
dened the victim and puzzled the onlookers. 

But for this she had been able to spend these days of 
loneliness and incertitude in wandering among the hills. 
She was young enough to feel confinement irksome, and 
she yearned for the open and the unexplored. She fan- 
cied that she would find relief in plunging into the 
depths of woods where, on a still day, the leaves floated 
singly down to mingle with the dying ferns. She thought 
thot in long roaming, with loosened hair and wind-swept 
cheeks, over W^ansfell Pike, or to the upper world of the 
Kirkstone or the Hog-back beyond Troutbeck, she might 
forget, in the wilds of nature, her own small woes and 
private griefs. At least on the sheep-trodden heights 
there would be no one to reproach her, no one to fling 
scorn at her. 

And two mornings later she felt that she must go; 
she must escape from the eyes that everywhere beset her. 
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She marked down Mr. Bishop in the road before the 
house, and, safe from him, she slipped out at the back, 
and, almost runniug, climbed the path that led to the 
hills. She passed through the wood and emerged on the 
shoulder; and drew a deep breath, rejoicing in her free- 
dom. One glance at the lake spread out below her — 
and something still and sullen under a grey sky — and 
she passed on. She had a crust in her pocket, and she 
would remain abroad all day — for it was mild. With 
the evening she would return footsore aad utterly weary. 
And she would sleep. 

She was within a few yards of the gate of Hinkson's 
farm when she saw coming towards her the last man 
whom she wished to meet — Mr. Homyold. He was walk- 
ing beside his nag, with the rein on his arm and his 
ejes on the road. His hands were plunged far into the 
fobs of his breeches, and he was studying something so 
deeply that he did not perceive her. 

The memory of their last meeting — on that very spot 
— ^was unpleasantly fresh in Henrietta's mind, and the 
impulse to escape was strong. Hinkson's gate was within 
reach of her arm, the dog was asleep in the kennel ; in 
a twinkling she was within and making for the house. 
Any pretence would do, she thought. She might ask 
for a cup of water, drink it, and return to the road. By 
that time he would have gone on his way. 

She knew that the moment she had passed the comer 
of the house she was safe from observation. And seeing 
the front so grim, so slatternly, so uninviting, she paused. 
Why go on? Why knock? After giving Hornyold time 
to pass she might slip back to the road without chal- 
lenging notice. 

She would have done this, if her eyes, as she hesi- 
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tated, had not met those of a grimy, frowsy scarecrow 
who seeraed to be playing hide-and-seek with her from 
the shelter of the decaying bushes that stood for a gar- 
den. She saw herself discovered, and not liking the 
creature's looks, she returned to her first plan. She 
knocked on the half-open door, and receiving no answer, 
pushed it open and stepped in — as she had stepped into 
cottages in her own village scores of times. 

For an instant the aspect of the interior gave her 
pause; so bare, with the northern bareness, so squalid 
with the wretchedness of poverty, was the great dark 
kitchen. Then, telling herself that it was only the sud- 
den transition from the open air and the wide view that 
gave a sinister look to the place, she rapped on the table. 

Some one moved overhead, crossed the floor slowly, 
and began to descend the stairs. The door at the foot 
of the staircase was ajar, and Henrietta waited with her 
eyes fixed on it. She wondered if the step Iwlonged to 
the girl whose bold look had so displeased her ; or to a 
man — the tread seemed too heavy for a woman. Then 
the door was pushed open a few inches only, a foot at 
most And out of the grey gloom of the stairway a 
face looked at her, and eyes met her eyes. 

The face was Stewart's 1 Walterson's I 

She did not cry out. She stood petrified, silent, star- 
ing. And after a whispered oath wrung from him by 
astonishment, he was mute. He stood, peering at her 
through the half-open door ; the dangerous instinct which 
bade him spring upon her and secure her curbed for 
the moment by his ignorance of the conditions. She 
might have others with her. There might be men within 
hearing. How came she there? And above all, what 
cursed folly had led him to show himself? What mad- 
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nc88 had drawn him forth before he knew who it was, 
before he had made certain that it was Bess's summons? 

It was she who broke the spell. She turned, and with 
no uncertainty or backward glance she went out slowly 
and softly, like a blind person, passed round the house, 
and gained the road. Homyold had gone by and was 
out of sight; but she did not give a thought to him. 

The shock was great. She was white to the lips. By 
instinct she turned homewards — ^wandering abroad on 
open hills was far from her tlioughts now. But even so, 
when she had gone a little way she had to stand and 
steady herself by a gate-post — her knees trembled so 
violently under her. For by intuition she knew that she 
had escaped a great danger. The wretched creature 
cowering in the gloom of the stairway had not moved 
hand or foot after his eyes met hers; but something in 
those eyes, a gleam wild and murderous, recurred to her 
memory. And she shuddered. 

Presently the first effects of the shock abated and left 
her free to think. She knew then that a grievous thing 
bad happened, and a thing which must add much to the 
weight of unhappiness she had thought intolerable an 
hour before. To begin, the near presence of the man 
revolted her. The last shred of the romance in which 
she had garbed him, the last hue of glamour, were gone; 
and in the creature whom she had espied cowering on the 
stairs, with the danger-signal lurking in his eyes, she 
saw her old lover as others would see him. How she 
could have been so blind as to invest such a man with 
virtue, how she could have been so foolish as to fancy 
she loved that, passed her understanding now I Ay, and 
filled her with a trembling disgust of herself. 

Meantime, that was the beginning. Beyond that she 
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foresaw trouble and embarrassment without end. If he 
Avere taken, he would be tried, and she would be called to 
the witness box, and the story of her infatuation would . 
be told. Nay, she would have to tell it herself in face of 
a smiling crowd ; and her folly would he in all the jour- 
nals. True, she had had this in prospect from the be- 
ginning, and, thinking of it, had suffered ia the dark 
hours. But his capture had then been vague and doubt- 
ful and the full misery of her exposure had not struck 
her as it struck her now, with the picture of that man 
on the stairs fresh in her mind. To have disgraced her- 
self for that !— for that ! 

She was thinking of this and was still much agitated 
when she came to the spot where the path through the 
wood diverged from the road. There with his hand on 
the wicket-gate, unseen until she was close upon him, 
stood Mr. Bishop. 

He raised hia hat and stepped aside, as if the meeting 
took him by surprise, as if he had not been watching 
her face through a screen of briars for the last thirty 
seconds. But that due paid to politeness, the runner's 
sharp eyes remained glued to her face, 

"Dear me, miss," he said, in apparent innocence, 
"nothing has happened, I hope ! You don't look your- 
self ! I hope," respectfully, "that nobody has been rude 
to you." 

"It is nothing," she made shift to murmur. She 
turned her face aside. And she tried to go by him. 

He let her go through the gate, but he kept at her 
aide and scrutinised her face with side-long glances. He 



"I am afraid you have heard bad news, miss?" he 
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"No!" 

"Oh, perhsps — seen some one who has startled you?" 

"I have told you it is nothing," she answered curtly. 
"Be good enough to leave me." 

But he merely paused an instant in obedience to the 
gesture of her hand, then he resumed his place beside 
her. In the tone of one who had made up his mind to 
be frank — 

"Look here, miss," he said, "it is better to come to 
an understanding here, where there is nobody to listen. 
If it is not that somebody has been rude to you, I'm 
clear that you have heard news, or you have seen some- 
body. And it is my business to know the one or the 
other." 

She stopped. 

"I have nothing to do with your business!" she cried. 

Ke made a wry face, and spread out his hands in ap- 
peal. 

"Won't you be frank?" he replied. "Come, miss? 
What is the use of fencing with me ? Be frank 1 I want 
to make things easy for all. Lord, miss, you are not the 
sort, and we two know it, that suffers in these things. 
You'll come out all right if you'll be frank. It's that 
I'm working towards ; to put an end to it, and the sooner 
the better. You can't — a wife and four children, miss, 
and a radical to boot — you can't think much of him 1 
So why not help instead of hindering?" 

"You aie impudent!" Henrietta said, with a fine 
colour in her cheeks, "Be good enough to let me pass." 

"If I knew where he was" — with his eyes on her face 
— "I- could make all easy. All done, and nothing said, 
my lady; just 'from commimi cations received,' no 
names given, not a word of what ha^ happened up here ! 
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Lord bless you, what do they care in London — and it is 
in London he'll be tried — ^what happens here!" 

"Let me pass!" she answered breathlessly. 

He was so warm upon the scent he terrified her. 

But he did not give way. 

"Think, miss," he said more gravely. "Think! A 
wife and six children! Or was it four? Much he cared 
for any hut himself ! I'm sure I'm shocked when I think 
of it!" 

"Be silent!" she cried. 

"Much he cared what became of you! While Cap- 
tain Clyne, if you were to consult his wishes, miss, I'm 
sure he'd say " 

"I do not care what he would say!" she retorted pas- 
sionately, stung at last bej-ond reticence or endurance, 
"I never wish to hear Captain Clyne's name again: I 
hate him ; do you hear ? I hate him ! Let me pass !" 

Then, whether he would or no, she broke from him. 
She hurried, panting, and with burning cheeks, down 
the steep path; the briars clutching unheeded at her 
skirts, and stones rolling under her feet. He followed 
at her heels, admiring her spirit; he even tried to en- 
gage Iier again, begging her to stop and hear him. But 
she only pushed on the faster, and presently he thought 
it better to desist, and he lot her go. 

He stood and wiped his brow, looking after her. 

"Lord, what a spirit she has !" he muttered. "A fine 
swelling figure, too, and a sway with her head that makes 
you fee) small ! And feet that nimble 1 But all the 
same, I'm glad she's not Mrs. Bishop ! Take my word 
for it, she'll be another Mother Gilaon — some day." 

While Henrietta hurried on at her best pace, resent- 
ment giving way to fear and doubt and a hundred per- 
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plexitiee. Betray the man she could not, though he de- 
berved Bothing at her hands. She was no informer, nor 
would become one. The very idea was repulsive to her. 
And she had woven about this man the fine tissue of a 
girl's first fancy; she had looked to be his, she had let 
him kiss her. After that, vile as he was, vilely as he had 
meant by her, it did not lie with her to betray him to 
death. 

But his presence near her was hateful to her, was 
frightful, was almost intolerable. Not a day, not an 
hour, but she must expect to hear of his capture, and 
know it for the first of a series of ordeals, painful and 
humiliating. She would be confronted with him, she 
would be asked if she knew him, she would be asked this 
and that; and she would have to speak, would have to 
confess — ^to those clandestine meetings, to that kiss — 
while he listened, while all listened. The tale that was 
known as yet to few would be published abroad. Her 
folly would be in every mouth, in every journal. The 
wife and the four children, and she, the silly, silly fool 
whom this mean thing had captivated, taking her as 
easily as any doe in her brother's park — the world would 
ring with them I 




CHAPTER XIII. 



A JEALOUS WOMAN 



Meanwhile the man whom ehe had left in the gloom 
of the staircase waited. The sound of the girl's tread 
died away and silence followed. But she might be tak- 
ing the news, she might be gone back to those who had 
sent her. He knew that at any moment the party 
charged with his arrest might appear, and that in a few 
seconds all would be over. And the suspense was in- 
tolerable. After enduring it a while he pushed the door 
open, and he crept across the floor of the living-room. 
He brought his haggard face near the casement and 
peeped cautiously through a lower comer. He saw 
nothing to the purpose. Nothing moved without, except 
the old man, whose rags fluttered an instant among the 
bushes and vanished again. Probably he was dragging 
up some treasured scrap and hiding it anew with as little 
sane purpose and as much instinct as the dog that 
buries a bone. 

The man with the price on his head stole back to the 
foot of the stairs, reassured for the moment; but with 
his heart still fluttering, his cheeks still bloodless. He 
had had a great fright. He could not yet tell what would 
come of it. But he knew that in the form of the girl 
whom he had tricked and sought to ruin he had seen the 
gallows very near. 

He had not quite regained the staircase when the 
sound of a foot approaching the door drove him to shel- 
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ter in a panic. Bees Hinkson had to call twice before 
he dared to descend or to run the risk of a second mis- 
take. 

The moment she saw hie face she knev that something 
was wrong. 

"What is it?" she asked qnickly. "What is the mat- 
ter, lad ?" 

"I've seen some one," he answered. "Some one who 
knew me!" He tried to smile, but the smile was a 
spasm ; and suddenly his teeth clicked together. " Knew 
me by G— d !" he said. 

"Bishop?" 

"No, but — some one." 

Her face cleared. 

"What's took you?" she said, "There is no one else 
here who knows you." 

"The girl" 

She stared at him. "The girl?" she repeated — and 
th& ma£ter-note in her voice was no longer fear, but 
suspicion. "The girl! How came she here? And 
how," with sudden ferocity, "came she to see you, my 
lad?" 

"I heard her below and thought that it was you." 

"But how came she here?" 

"I don't know/' he answered sullenly, "unless she 
was sent." 

"I don't believe you," Bess answered coarsely. And 
the jealousy of her gipsy blood sparkled in her dark 
eyes. " She was not sent ! But maybe she was sent for 1 
Maybe she was sent for I" 

"Who was there I could send for her?" he said. 

"I don't know." 

"Nor 1 1" he answered. He shfugged his shoulders in 
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diagnst at her folly. To him, in his selfish fear, it 
seemed iDcredible folly. 

"But you talked with her?" 

"Not a word." 

"I say," Bess repeated with a furious look, "you dldl 
You talked with her I I know you did !" 

" Have your own way, then," he answered despairing- 
ly, "though may heaven strike me dead if there was a 
word ! But she'll be talking soon — and they'll be here. 
And she" — ^with a quavering, passionate rise in his 
voice— "she'll hang me I" 

"She'd best not!" the girl replied, with a gleam of 
sharp teeth. " I hate her aa it 18. I hate her now ! I'd 
like to kill her I But then " 

*'ThOT?" he retorted, his anger rising as hers sank. 
"What is the use of ihent It's now is the pointl Curse 
you I while you ere talking about hating her, and what 
you'll do, I'll be taken ! TheyTl be here and I'll hang !" 

"Steady, steady, lad," she said. The fear had flown 
from his face to hers. "Perhaps she'll not tell," 

"Whynot? Wh/ll she not tell ?" 

She did not reply that love nught close the girl's 
mouth. But she knew that it waa possible. Instead : 

"Maybe she'll not," she repeated. "If she did not 
come on purpose — and then they'd be here by now — it 
will take her half an hour to go back to the inn, and 
she'll have to find Bishop, and he'll have to get a few 
together. We've an hour good, and if it were night, you 
might be clear of this and safe at TV^^^'^ i^ i^'^ min- 
utes." 

"But now?" he cried, with a gesture of wrathful im- 
patience. "It's daylight, and maybe the house is 
watohed. What am I to do now ?" 
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"I don't know," she said. And it was noticeable that 
ehe was cool, while he was excited to the verge of tears, 
and was not a mile from hysterics. "It was for this I've 
been fooling Tyson — to get a safe hiding-place. But if 
yon could get there, I doubt if he is quite ripe, I'd like 
to commit him a bit more before we trust him." 

"Then why play the fool with him?" he answered 
savagely. 

"Becansc a day or two more and his hiding-hole may 
be the saving of you," she retorted. "Sho!" shrugging 
her shoulders in her turn, "the game is not played to an 
end yet! She'll not tell ! She is proud as horses, and if 
she gives yon np she'll have to swear against you. And 
ehe'Il not stomach that, the little pink and white fool. 
She'll keep mum, my lad !" 

The hand with which he wiped the beads of sweat 
from his brow shook. 

"Bnt ii she does tell?" he muttered. "If she does 
tell?" 

She did not answer as she might have answered. She 
did not remind him of those stories of hair-breadth es- 
capes and of coolness in the shadow of the gallows, 
which, as much as his plausible enthusiasm, bad won 
her wild heart. She did not hint that his present car- 
riage was hardly at one with them. For when women 
love, their eyes are slow to open, and this man had re- 
vealed to Bess a new world — a world of rarest possibili- 
ties, a world in which she and her like were to have 
justice, if not vengeance — a world in which the mighty 
were to fall from their seats, and the poor to be no more 
flouted by squires' wives and parsons' daughters! If 
she did not still think him all golden, if the feet and 
even the legs of clay were banning to be visible, there 
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was glamour about him still. The splendid plans, the 
world-embracing echemes with which he had dazzled her, 
had shmnk indeed into a. hole-and-corner effort to save 
his own skin. But his life was aa dear to her as to him- 
self; and doubtless, by-and-by, when this troublesome 
crisis was past, the vista would widen. She was 
content. She was glad to put full knowledge from 
her, glad of any pretext to divert her own mind and 
his. 

"Lord, I had forgotten!" she cried, after a gloomy 
pause, "I've a letter! There was one at last!" She 
searched in her clothes for it. 

"A letter?" he cried, and stretched out a shaiing 
hand. "Good lord, girl, why did you not say so before? 
This may change all. Thistlewood may know a way to 
get me off. Once in Lancashire, in the crowd, let me 
have a hiding-place and I'm safe 1 And Thistlewood — 
he is no cur ! He sticks at nothing ! He is a good man ! 
I was sure he would do something if I could got a word 
to liim ! Lord, I shall cheat them yet !" He was jubi- 
lant. 

He ripped the letter open. His eyes raced along the 
lines. The girl, who could scarcely read, watched him 
with admiration, yet with a sinking heart. ITie letter 
might save him, but it would take him from her. 

Something between a groan and an oath broke from 
him. He struck the paper with his hand. 

"The fool!" he cried. "The foolat They are coming 
here !" 

"They?" she answered, staring in astonishment. 

"Thistlewood, Lunt — oh!" with a violent execration 
— "God knows who ! Instead of getting me off they are 
bringing the hunt on me! Lancashire is too hot for 
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them, 80 they are comiiig here to ruin me. And I'm to 
send a boat for them to-morrow night to Newby Bridge^ 
Bat, I'll noti I'll notl" passionately. "Yon shall not 
go I" 

Hie girl looked at him dubionaly. 

^After all," she said presently, "if Tliistlewood is 
what you say he is " 

" He's a selfish fool I Thinking only of himself !" 

"Still, if he and the lest are men — it'll not be one man, 
nor two, nor five will take you — with them to help you 1" 

But the thought gave him no comfort. 

"Much good that will do!" he answered. And pas- 
sionately flinging down the paper, "I'll not have them 1 
They must fend for themselves." 

"Do they say why they are coming?" she asked after a 
pause. 

"Didn't I tell you?" he replied querulously, "because 
it's too hot for them there I One of the justices, Clyne, 
if you must know " 

"Clyne 1" she ejaculated in astonishment "Clyne 
again?" 

"Ay I" 

"The man — ^you took the girl from?" she asked in 
a queer voice. 

"The same. He's the deuce down there. He'll get his 
house burnt over his head one of these nights 1 He has 
sworn an information against them, and they swear 
they'll have their revenge. But in the meantime tl^y 
must needs come here and blow the gaff on me. Fine 
revenge!" with scorn. 

"And they want you to send a hoat for them to Newby 
Bridge?" 

"Ay, curse themi I told them I had a boat I could 
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take quietly, and came down the lake in the dark. And 
they aay the boat can just as well fetch them." 

"To-morrow night?" 

"Ay." 

"Well, it can be done," ehe said coolly, "if the wind 
acrOBB the lake holds. I can steal a boat as I planned 
for yon, and nobody will be the wiser. There's no moon, 
and the nights axe dark ; and who's to trace th«n from 
Newby Bridge? After all, it's not from th^n the dan- 
ger will come, but from the girL" 

He groaned. 

"I thought you were sure she wouldn't tell," he 



"Well, she has not told yet, or tiiey had been here^" 
Bess answered. "But she may speak — by-and-by." 

"Curse her I" 

"And that is why I am not so sorry your folks ate 
coming," she continued, with a queer look at him, "If 
they'll help us, we'll stop her mouth. And she'll not 
speak now, nor by-and-by," 

He looked up, startled. 

"You don't mean — no!" he cried sharply, "I'll not 
have it." 

"Bless her pretty, white fingers !" she murmured, 

"I'll not have her hurt I" he repeated, with vehemence. 
"I've done her harm enough." 

"Not BO much harm as you would have done her, if 
you'd had your wayl" she replied. And her face grew 
hard. "But now she's to be sacred, ia she? Her lady- 
ship's pretty, white fingers are not to be pinched — if 
you swing for it! Very well! Ifs your neck will be 
pulled, not mine." 

1 on his stool, but he did not answer. His 
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«7e8 ToreA round tiie bare miseFuble room, vith its low 
ceiliiig, its deep shadows, and its squalor. At last : 

"What do you mean?" he asked queralonsly. "Why 
can't yon speak plain?" 

"I thought I had spoken plain enough," she replied. 
"But if she's not to be touched, there's an end of it." 

"What would you do?" 

"What I said — shut her mouth." 

He shuddered and his face, already sallow from long 
confinement, grew greyer. 

"No," he said, "111 not do it" 

She laughed in scorn of him. 

"I don't mean that," she said. "I would get her 
into our hands, hold her fast, stow her somewhere where 
shell not speak [ Maybe in Tyson's hiding-hole. Shell 
catch a cold, hut what of that? 'Twill be no worse for 
her than for you, if you've to go there. And the men 
may he a hit rough with her," Bess continued, with a 
malignant smile, while her eyes scrutinized his face, 
"I'll not forbid them, for I don't love her, and I'd like 
well to see her brought down a bit I But wVll not 
squeeze her pretty throat, if that is what yon had in 
your mind." 

He shivered. 

"I wouldn't trust you!" he muttered. 

She laughed as if he paid her a compliment. 

"Wouldn't you, lad?" she said. "Well, perhaps not. 
Vi not be sorry to spoil her beauty. But the men — ^men 
are such fools — '11 be rather for Idssing than killing !" 

"AH the same, I don't like it," he muttered, 

"Toull like hanging less 1" she retorted. 

He felt, he knew that he played a sorry part But it 
was not he who had brought Henrietta to the house, it 
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was fate. It was not his fault that she had seen him ; 
it was hie misfortune. Could he be expected to but- 
reader hie life to spare her a little fright a triSing in- 
couveoience, an inconsiderable risk? Why shotdd he? 
Would she do it for him ? On the contrary, he recalled 
the> look of horror which she had beat on him ; ahe who 
had so lately laid her head on his shoulder, had listened 
to bis blandislmient8,-had thought him perfect. He was 
vaiti, and that hardened him. 

"I don't see how you'll do it," he said slowly. 

"Leave that to me," Bess answered. "Or rather, do 
what I tell you — and the bird will come to the whistle, 
my lad I" 

"What^l yoo do?" 

She told him, and when she had told him she put be- 
fore him pen and ink and paper ; the pea and ink and 
paper which had been obtained that be might write to 
ThisUewood. But when it came to details and he knew 
what he was to write and what lure to throw out, he 
flung the pen from him. He told her angrily that he 
would not do it After all, H^irietta had believed in 
him, had trusted him, had given up all for him. 

"Fll not do it," he repeated. "I'll not do it I Yon 
want to do the girl a mischief I" 

She flared up at that. 

"Then yonll hangl" she cried brutally, hurling the 
words at him, "And, thank God, it will be she will 
hang you 1 Why, you fool,"- she continued vehemoitly, 
"you were for doing her a worse turn, just to please 
yourself I And not a scruple!" 

"So matter," he answered, thmsting his hands in his 
pockets and looloDg sullenly before him. "Ill not do 
it I" 
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H» face was dark with anger, and croel. Wtutt is 
more cruel than jealoDsyP 

"And tiiat is your last word?" she cried. 

He scowled at the table, aware in his heart that he 
would yield. For he knew — and he resented the knowl- 
edge — ^that be and Bess were changing places ; that the 
upper hand which knowledge and experience and a £urat 
tongue had given him was passing to her fw whom 
Nature intended it. The weak will was yielding, the 
strong will was asserting itself. And she knew it also ; 
and in her jealousy she was no longer for humouring 
him. Brusquely she pushed tc^ether the pen and ink 
and paper. 

"Very good," she said. "If that is your last word, be 
it BO J I've done!" 

But "Wait!" he protested feebly. "Tou ire so 
hasty." 

" Wait ?" she retorted. " What for ? What is the use ? 
Are you going to do it?" 

He fidgeted on his stool. 

"I suppose so," he muttered at last. "Curse you, you 
won't listen to what a man says." 

"Tou are going to do it?" 

He nodded. 

"Then why not say so at once ?"Bhj answered. "There, 
my lad," she continued, tbrnsting the writing things 
before him, "short and sweet, as nobody knows better 
how to do it than yourself I Half a dozen lines will do 
the trick as well as tventy." 

To his credit be it said, he threw down the pea more 
than once, sickened by the task which she set him. But 
she chid, she cajoled, she coaxed him ; and grimly added 
the pains she was at to the account of her rival. In the 
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end, after a debate upon time and place, in which he waa 
all for procrastination — ^feeling as if in some way that 
salved hie conscience — the letter was written and placed 
in her hands. 

Then "What sort is this 'Hiistlewood ?" she asked. 
"A gentlraian?" 

"Ton wouldn't know, one way or the other," he an- 
swered, with ill-humour. 

"Maybe not," she repUedj "but wonld yon call him 
one ?" 

"He's been an officer, and he's been to America, and 
he^s been to France. I don't suppose," looking round 
him with currish scorn, "that he's ever been in such a 
hole as this !" 

"But he's in hiding. Is he married?" 

"Yes." 

She frowned as if the news were unwelcome; 

"Ah!" she mattered. And then, "What of the 
others ?" 

"Giles and Lnnt " 

"Ay." 

"There's not much they'd stick at," he replied. "They 
are low brutes ; but they are useful. We've to do with 
all sorts in this business." 

"And why not?" 

"Why not?" 

"Ay! Didn't you tell me the other day, there was 
DO one 80 mean, if we succeed, he may not rise to the 
top ? nor any one so great he may not fall to the bot- 
tom?" 

"WeU?" 

"■niafs what I like about it." 

"Wdl, it's true, anyway j Henriot" — he waa on ft 
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ftTOtmte topic and thought to rdnstate bimBelf by 
long words — "Hairiot, who was bat a poor pike-keeper, 
come to be general of the National Guard and Master 
of Paris. Tallien, the son of a footman, ruled a province. 
Ney — ^you've heard of Ney? — ^who began as a cooper, 
was shot as a Marshal with a score of orders on his breast 
and as much thought of as a king ! That's what happens 
if we succeed." 

"And some came down?" she said, smacking her lips. 

"Plenty." 

"And women too?" 

"Tee." 

"Ah," she sfud slowly, "I wish I had been there." 

Kot then, but later, vhen the letter had passed into 
her hands, he fancied that be saw the drift of her qnes- 
tions. And be bad qualms, for he was not wholly bad. 
He was not cntel, and the thought of Henrietta's fate if 
she fell into the snare terrified him. True, Thistiewood, 
dark and saturnine, a man capable of heroism as well 
as of crime, was something of a gentleman. He might 
decline to go far. He might dect to take the girl's part 
But Giles and Lunt were men of a low type, coarse and 
brutish, apt for any villainy ; men who, drawn from the 
slums of SpitoMelds, had tried many things before they 
took up with conspiracy, or dubbed themselves patriots. 
To such, the life of a spy was no more than the life of a 
dog; and the girl's sex, in place of protecting her, might 
the more expose her to their ruthlessnese. If she fell 
into their hands, and Bess, with her infernal jealousy 
and her furious hatred of the class above her, egged them 
on, swearing that if Henrietta had not already informed, 
she might inform — ^he shuddered to think of the iBsne. 
He shuddered to think of what they might be capable. 
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He remembered the thinge that had been done b; such 
men in France : things rranembered then, forgotten now. 
And hei shuddered anew, knowing himself to be & poor 
we&k thing, of no account against odds. 



CHAFTEE xry 

THB LBTTEB 

Wb left Mr. Bishop standing in the middle of the 
woodland track and following Henrietta with his eyes. 
He had auapected the girl before; hie snapicione were 
now grown to certainties. Her agitation, her alarm on 
meeting him, her refusal to parley, her anxiety to be 
gone, all — and his keen eyes had missed no item of her 
disorder — all pointed to one thing, to her knowledge 
of her lover's hiding-place. Doubtless she had been to 
visit him. Probably she had just left him. 

"Bnt she's game, she's very game," the mnner mnt- 
tered sagely. "Ifs breed does it." And plucking a scrap 
of green stufF from & briar he chewed it thoughtfully, 
wlih his eyes on the spot where he had lost the last wave 
of her skirt. 

Presently he faced about "Now vhere is he?" he 
asked himself. He ecaimed the path by which she had 
descended, the briars, the thorns, the under-growth. 
"There's hiding here," he thought; "but the nights are 
cold, and if d kill him in the open. And she'd been on 
the hilL In a shepherd's hut? Possibly ; and if s a pity 
I was not after her sooner. But we searched the huts. 
Then there's Troutbeck? And the farms? But hoVd 
he know any one here? Still, 111 walk up and look 
about me. Strikes me we've been looking wide and 
he's under our noses — ^many a h&re escapes the hounds 
that way." 
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H« retraced his steps to the road, and strolled np tlie 
hill. His air waa careless, but his eye took note of 
everything ; and when he came to the gate of Starrecrov 
Farm he stood and looked over it. The bare and gloomy 
aspect of the house and the wide view it commanded 
impressed him. "I don't wonder they keep a dog," he 
thought. *'A lonely place as ever I saw. Sort of house 
the pedlar's murdered in! Regular Red Bam! But 
that black-^ed wench the doctor is gallivanting after 
comes from here. And if all's true he's in and out night 
and day. So the other is not like to be here." 

Still, when he had walked a few yards farther he 
halted. He took another look over the fence. He noted 
the few sombre pines that masked the gaunt gable-end, 
and from them his eye travelled to the ragged garden. 
A while he gazed placidly, the bit of green etuS in his 
mouth, llien he stiffened, pointing like a game dog. 
Slowly, almost imperceptibly, his hand went to the 
pocket in his skirts, where he carried the "barker" with- 
out which he never stirred. 

On the other side of the breast-high wall, not six 
paces fr<»n him, a man was crouching low, trying to 
hide behind a bush. 

Mr. Bishop had a stout heart. He had taken many 
a man in the midst of bis croniee in the dark courts 
about St. Giles's; and with bix hundred guineas in view 
it was not a small danger that would turn him. Yet he 
was alone, and his heart beat a little quicker as he pro- 
ceeded, with his eyes glued to the bush, to climb the wall. 
The man he was going to take had the rope about his 
neck — he would reck little of tddng another life. And 
he might have backers. Possibly, too, there was some- 
thing in the silence of this hill-side — so different frtun 
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tiie crowded alleys in which be commoiil; worked — Uiat 
intiniidated the officer. 

Yet he did not flinch. He was of the tme bull-dog 
breed. He, no more than my Lord Liverpool and my 
Lord Caetlereagh, was to be scared by uncertain dangers, 
or by the fear of those over whom he was set. He ad- 
vanced slowly, and was not more than four yards from 
the bosh, be was even poieing himself to leap on bis 
quarry, when the man who was hiding rose to his feet 

Bishop swore. And some one behind him chuckled. 
He tnmed as if be bad be«i pricked. And bis face was 
red. 

"Going to take old Hinison?" laughed Tyson, who 
had come up unseen, and been watching his movements. 

"I wanted a word with him," the runner muttered. 
He tried to speak as if he were not embarrassed. 

"So I see," Tyson answered, and pointing with bis 
finger to the pistol, he laughed. 

Mr. Bishop, with his face a fine port-wine colour, 
lowered the weapon out of sight. Then he laughed, but 
feebly. 

"Has he any sense?" be asked, looking with disgust 
at the frowsy old creature, who mopping and mowing at 
him was holding out a crooked claw. 

"Sense raiough to b^ for a penny," Tyson answered. 

"He knows enough for that?" 

"He'd sell his soul for a shilling." 

^e runner booked out a half-penny — a good fat 
copper coin, to the starveling bronze of these days as 
Daniel Lambert to a dandy. He put it in the old scare- 
crow's hand. 

"Here's for trespass," he said, and turning his back 
on him be recrossed the wall. 
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"ITiflt'll stop his mouth," Tyson grinned. "Bat what 
are yon going to give me to stop mine ?" 

Bishop laughed on the wrong side of his face. 

"A bone and a jorum whoiever you'll cc»ae and take 
it," he said. 

"Done witii you/' the doctor replied. "Some day, 
when that old beldame, mother Gilson, is out, 111 claim 
it. But if you think," he continued, "that your man 
is this side of the hill you are mistaken, Mr. Bishop. 
I'm up and down this road day and night, and he'd be 
very (jerer if he kept out of my sight" 

"Ay?" 

"Yon may take my word for that I'll lay you a dozen 
wherever he is, he's not this side." 

lie runner nodded. At this moment he was a little 
out of concdt with himself, and he thought that the 
other might be right Besides, he might spend a week 
going from farm to farm, and shed to ehed and be no 
wiser at the end of it Yet, the girl knew, he was con- 
vinced ; and after all, that was hie way to it She knew, 
and he'd to her again and have it out of her one way 
or another. And if she would not speak, he would 
shadow her; he would follow h^ hour by hour and 
minute by minute. Sooner or later she would be sure 
to try to see her man, and he would nab them both. 
There were no two ways about it There was only one 
way. An old hand should have known better than to 
go wasting time in random searcbings. 

He returned to the inn, more fixed than ever in his 
notion. With an impassive face he told Mrs. Gileon that 
he must see the young lady. 

"She's come in, I suppose F" he added. 

"Ay, she's come in." 
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"Well, joall please to toll her I mnet see ter." 

"I fancy muet will be yonr master," Mrs. Gilson re- 
plied, with her dbubI point. "Bnt I'll tell her." And 
she weat upsteirs. 

Henrietta was seated at the window with her back to 
tiie door. She did not tnm. 

"Here's t^e Bow-Street man," Mrs. Qibon said, with- 
out ceremony. "Wants to know if he can see yon. Shall 
I tell him yes, or no, young lady?" 

"No, if yon please," Henrietta answered^, with a 
shiver. 

Mrs. GilsoD went down. 

"She says 'No, on no account,' " she annoimced, 
"tmless yon've got a trarrant. Her room's her room, 
she says, and she'll none of yon." 

" Hoity-toity 1" 

"That's what she said," Mrs. Qilson repeated without 
a blush. "And for my part I don't see why she's to 
be persecuted. What with you and that sneaking paiv 
son, who's for ever at her ekirte, and another that shall 
be nameless " 

"Just BO I" said Bishop, nodding. 

Bat whereas he meant Walterson, the good woman 
meant Mr. Homyold. 

" ^her life's not her own I" the landlady ended, 

"Well, she's to be brought up nezt TTinrsday," the 
ronner replied in dudgeon. "And she'll have to see 
me then." And he took a seat near the foot of the stairs, 
more firmly determined than ever that the girl should 
not give him the slip agun a second time, "He's here," 
he thought "He's not a mile from me. 111 stake my 
soul on it I And before Thursday ifs odds she'll need 
to see him, and 111 nab them 1" And he began to think 
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oat Tarions irays of giving lier something which cihe 
Toald vish to communicate. 

Meanwhile H^rietta, seated at her window in tlie 
south gable, gazed dolefully out; on the gr^ expanse of 
water, which she was beginning to hate, on the lofty 
serrated ridge, which mnst ever recall humiliating mem- 
ories, on the snow-clad peaks that symbolised the loneli- 
ness of her life. She would not weep, but her lip quiv- 
ered. And oh, she thought, it was a cruel punishment 
for that which she had done. In the preset she was 
utterly alone: in the future it would be no better. And 
yet if that were all, if loneliness were all, she could bear 
it She could make up her mind to it. But if not to- 
day, to-morrow, and if not to-morrow, the day after, 
the man would be taken. And then she would have to 
stand forth and tell her shameful tale, and all the world, 
her world, would leam with derision what a fool she had 
been, for what a creature she had been ready to give up 
all, what dross that was which she had taken for gold I 
And that which had been romantic would be ridiculous. 

Beside this aching dread the insult which Captain 
Clyne had put upon her lost some of its sting. Yet it 
smarted at times and rankled, driving her into passing 
rages. She had wronged him, yet, strange to say, she 
hated to think that she had lost his esteem. And per- 
haps for this reason, perhaps because he had shown him- 
self less inhuman at the outset than her family, his 
treatment hurt her to a point she had not anticipated, 
nor could nnderstand. 

TTie one drop of comfori; in her cup sprang from a 
source as unlikely as the rock which Moses struck. It 
came from the flinty bosom of Mrs. Qileon. Not that 
the landlady waa outwardly kind ; but she was brusquely 
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and gruffly inattentiTe, trusting the girl and leaving her 
to heiBelf. And in secret Henrietta appreciated this. 
She began io feel & dependence on the woman whom she 
had once dubbed an odious and a hateful thing. She 
read kindness between tiie lines of her harsh visage, and 
solicitude in Uie eye that scorned to notice her. She 
ceased to tremble when the voice which flung panic 
through the Low Wood came girding up the stairs. And 
though no word of acknowledgement passed her lips, 
fihe was conscious that in other and Bmootiier hands ^e 
might have fared worse. 

TTie open sympathy of Modest Ann was lesa welcome. 
It was even a terrible plague at times. For the waiting- 
maid never came into the girl's presaice without full 
eyes and a sigh, never looked at her save as the kind- 
hearted look at lambs that are faring to the butcher, 
never left her without a gesture that challenged Heaven's 
pity. Ann, indeed, saw in the young lady tiie martyr of 
love. She viewed her as a sharer in her own misfor- 
tunes; and though she was forty and the girl nineteen, 
ahe found in her echoes of her own heart-throbs. There 
waa humour in this, and, for some, a touch of the pa- 
thetic ; but not for Henrietta, who had a strong sense 
of the ridiculous and no liking for pity. In her ordinary 
spirits she would have either laughed at the woman or 
rated her. Depressed as she was, she bore witli her none 
too well. 

Yet Ann was honestly devoted to her heroine, and con- 
tinually dreamed of some romantic service — such as the 
waiting-maid in a chap-book performs for her mistreas. 
Given the occasion, she would have risen to it, and would 
have cut oS her hand before she betrayed the girl's 
secrets. But her buxom form and square, stolid face did 
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not commend her; they were at odds vi& romance. 
And Henrietta did not more than snffer her, until the 
afternoon of this day, when it seemed to the girl that 
she could sofEer her no longer. 

For Ann, coming in with wood for the fire, lingered 
behind her in a way to try a saint. Her sighs filled the 
air, they were like a furnace ; until Henrietta turned her 
head and asked impatiently if she wanted something. 

"Nothing, miss, nothing," the woman anewCTcd. But 
she gave the lie to her words hy laying her finger on her 
lip and winking. At the same time she sought for 
fiometbing in an under-pocket 

Henrietta rose to her feet. 

"Nothing!" she repeated. "Then what do yon " 

"Nothing, misa," Ann rejoined loudly. "I'm to make 
np the fire." But she still sought and still made eyes, 
and at last, with an exaggeration of mystery, found what 
she wanted. She slipped a letter into Henrietta's hand. 
"Not a word, miss," she breathed, with a face of raptur- 
ous enjoyment, "Take it, miss I Lor'!" she continued 
in the same tone of subdued enthusiasm, "I'd die for 
you, let alone do this I Ev»i missus should not wring 
it from me with wild horses I" 

Henrietta hesitated. 

"Who gave it you?" she whispered. "I don't wish" 
— she drew back — "I don't wish to receive anything un- 
less I know who sends it." 

"You read it,"* Ann answered in an ecstasy of h«ievo- 
l&ice. "It's all right, trust me for that! Bless your 
heart, it comes from the right place. As you will see 
when you open it I" And with absurd precaution she 
tip-toed to the fire-place, took up her wood-basket, 
banged a log on the dogs, and went out. 
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Henrietta waited with the letter hidden in her hand 
until the door closed. Then she looked at the paper 
and grew pale, and was on the verge of tears. Alas! 
she knew the handwriting. She knew, whether there 
wae a right place or not, that this came from the wrong. 

"Shall I open it?" she asked herself. "Shall I open 
it?" 

A fortnight before she had opened it without a thought 
of prudence, without a glance at the consequences. But 
a foi-tnight, and such a fortnight, had taught her much. 
And to-day she paused. She eyed the coarse paper 
askance — with repugnance, with loathing. True, it could 
no longer harm her. She had seen the man as he was, 
stripped of hia disguises. She had read in his face his 
meanness, bis falseness, his cowardice. And henceforth 
his charms and cajoleries, his sweet words and lying 
looks were not for her. But she had to think what 
might be in this letter, and what might come of it, and 
what she should do. She might bum it unread — and 
perhaps that were the safer course. Or she might hand 
it to the Bow Street runner, or she might open it and 
read it. 

Which should she do? 

One course she rejected without much thought. To 
hand the letter to Bishop might l>e to betray the man 
to Bishop. And she had made up her mind not to betray 
the man. 

Should she bum it ? 

Her reason whispered liiat that was the right, that 
that was the wise course. But then she would never 
know what was in the letter ; and she was a woman and 
curious. And reason, quickly veering, suggested that 
to bum it was to incur unknown risks and contingencies. 
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It might be eqaivalent to giving the man up. It might 
— in a word, it opened a world of possibilities. 

And after all she conld still burn the letter when she 
had read it. She would know then what she was doing. 
And what danger could she incur, seeing that she was 
proof against the man's lying tongue, and shuddered 
at the thought of contact with him ? 

She made np her mind. And roughly, hating the 
task after a fa^ioD, she tore the letter open. With hot 
cheeks — it could not be otherwise, since the writing was 
hia, and brought back such memories — she read the con- 
tents. There was no opening — she was glad of that — 
and no signature. Thus it ran : — 

"I have treated you ill, but men are not as women, 
and I was tempted, God knows. I do not ask you to for- 
give me, bnt I ask you to save me. I am in your hands. 
If you have the heart to leave me to a violent death, all 
is said. If you have mercy, meet ray messenger at ten 
to-morrow evening, where the Troutbeck lane comes 
down to the lake. As I hope to live you run no risk and 
can suffer no harm. If you arc merciful — and oh, for 
God's sake spare me — put a stone before noon to-morrow 
on the post of the second gate towards Ambleside." 




CHAPTER XV 



THE ANBWEB 



When Henrietta had read this letter twice, shivering 
and drawing in her breath aa often as she came to the 
passionate crj for mercy that broke its current, she sat 
gazing at the paper. And her face was rigid. Had he 
made appeal to her affection, to the past, to that which 
had been between them, still more had he assumed that 
the spell was unbroken and her heart was his, her pride 
had revolted and revolted passionately. She had spumed 
the letter and the writer. And perhaps, when it was too 
late, she had repented. 

But that cry, vming, it seemed, from the man's heart 
in his own despite, pierced her heart;. How could she 
refuse, if his life hung on her act, if by lifting her 
finger, she could save him without risk to herself? The 
thought of him was repugnant to her, shamed her, filled 
her with contempt of herself. But she had loved him 
once, or had fancied in her folly that she loved him ; and 
he aaked for his life. He, a man, lay at the mercy of 
a woman, a girl ; how could she refuse ? If her heart 
were obdurate, her sex spoke for him. 

"And oh ! for God's sake spare mc !" 

She read the words again and again, and shuddered. 
If she refused, and afterwards when it was too late, when 
nothing could be done, she repented? If when judg- 
ment had passed upon him, and the day was come and 
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the hour and the minute — and in her brain, though she 
were one hundred miles away, St Sepulchre's bell tolled 
— if ehe repented then how would she bear it? 

She would not be able to bear it. 

And then other considerations not less powerful, and 
all pointing in the same direction, arose in her mind. 
If die did this thing, whatever it was, the man would 
escape. He would vanish from the country and from 
her imowledge and ken. There would be an end of him, 
and the relief would be great. Freed from the shame- 
ful incubus of his presence she would breathe again. 
She might make a new start then, she might frame some 
plan for her life. She was too young to suppose that 
she could ever be happy after this, or that she would live 
to smile at these troubles. But at least she would not 
be harassed by continual fears, she would not be kept 
in a panic by the thought of that which every hour might 
bring forth. She would be spared the public trial, the 
ordeal of the witness-box, the shame of open confession. 
Should she do, then, that which he wished ? Ay, a thou- 
sand times, ay. Her heart cried, ay, her mind was made 
up. And nsing, she walked the room in excitement. 
Her pulse beat high, her head was hot, she was in a 
fever to begin, to be doing, to come to an end of the 
thing and be safe. 

But the thing? Her heart sank a little when she 
turned to that, and conned the note again and marked 
the hour. Ten? The evenings were long and dark, and 
the house was abed by ten. How was she to pass out? 
Nor was that all. What of her position when she had 
passed out ? She shrank from the thought of going alone 
to meet she knew not who in the darkness by the lonely 
edge of the water. There would be no help within call 
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at that hour ; nor any, if she disappeared, to say which 
way she had gone or how she had met her fate. If 
aogUt happened to her she would vanish and leave no 
trace. And they would think perhaps that she had fied 
to him I 

The prospect was terrifying. And nine girls out of 
ten, though of ordinary courage, would have shrunk 
back. But Henrietta bad a spirit — too high a spirit or 
she had not been here ! — and she fancied that if ever it 
behoved her to run a risk, it behove her to run one now. 
And that not for the man's sake only, but for her own. 
She rose above her momentary alarm, therefore, and she 
asked herself what she had to fear. True, when she had 
met him that morning she had imagined in the gloom 
of the kitchen that she read murder in his eyes. But for 
an instant only; now she laughed at the notion. Safe 
in her chamber she found it absurd: the bizarre creation 
of her fancy or her timidity, aided by some shadow cast 
athwart his face. And for the matter of that, why should 
he harm her ? Her presence at the tryeting-place would 
be his surety that she had no mind to betray him ; but 
that on the contrary she was willing to help him. 
"I will go, I must go," she thought. "I must go." 
Yet vague alarms troubled her; and she hesitated. 
If there had been no menace in his eyes that morning — 
the eyes that had so often looked into hers and lan- 
guished on her with a lover's fondness — why had she 
fled so precipitately? And why had her knees shaken 
under her? Pshaw, she had been taken by surprise. It 
was repugnance rather than fear which she had felt. 
And because she had been foolish once, and imagined 
things, because she was afraid, like a child, of the dark, 
because she shrank from meeting a stranger after night- 
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fall, surely, surely she was not going to let a man perish 
whom she could save with one of her fingers 1 

And still, prudence whispered her, asking why he 
fixed so late an hour. Why had he not fixed five or 
six, if it were only out of respect for her? At five it 
was already, dark, yet the world was awake and astir, 
respectable folk were abroad, and help was within call. 
She would have met him without hesitation at five or 
at six. But there, how stupid she was ! It was the very 
fact that the world was astir and awake that made an 
early hour impossible. If she went at five or at six she 
would be followed, her movements would be watched, her 
companion would be noted. The very air would be full 
of eavesdroppers. She knew that, for the fact irritated 
her hourly and daily. And doubtless he too, hedged 
about by fears and suspicions, knew it 

The lateness of the hour was natural, therefore. Still, 
it rendered her task more difficult She dared not in- 
terfere with the heavy bars that secured the two doors 
which looked on the lake. She would be heard, even if 
the task were not beyond her strength. And \o gain 
the back entrance she must thread a labyrinth of pass- 
ages guarded by wakeful dogs and sleeping servants; for 
servants in those days slept on the stairs or in any odd 
place. She would be detected before she had undone 
a single bolt 

Then what was she to do? Her bedroom was on the 
second floor, and exit by the window was not possible. 
On which, some, surveying the situation, would have sat 
still, and thought themselves justified. But Henrietta 
was of firmer stuff; and for such where there is a will 
there is a way. Mr, Rogers's room, of which she had 
still the use, was on the first floor of the south wing 
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and somewhat remote from the main part of the house. 
Outside the door waa a sash window which gave light to 
the passage; and owing to the rise of the hill on every 
side of the bouse save the front, the sill of this window 
waa not more than six feet above the garden. She could 
drop from it with safety. Return was less easy, hut 
with the help of a chair, which she could lower before 
she descended, she might manage to climb in again. 
Hie feat seemed easy and she did not feel afraid. 
Whether she would feel afraid when the time came waa 
another matter. 

In the meantime she had to wait, and sleeping ill that 
night, she had many uneaay dreams, and waking before 
daybreak thought herself into a fever. All the dreadful 
things that might befall her rose before her in the liveli- 
est shapes; and long before the house awoke — there is 
no fear like five-o'clock-in-the-moming fear — ahe had 
given up the notion. But when the dull November day 
peered in at the bedroom window, and she had risen, 
she was herself again. She chid herself for the childish 
terrors in which slie had indulged, and lest she should 
give way to them again she determined to take a de- 
cifiive step. Long before noon she slipped out of the 
house and turned towards Ambleside. 

Unfortunately it was a wet morning, and she feared 
that her promenade in such weather must excite sus- 
picion. Eyes, she was sure, were on her before she had 
gone a dozen paces. To throw watchers off the scent and 
to prove herself careless of espial she would not look 
back; but when she reached the first comer she picked 
up a stone, and threw it at an imaginary object on the 
edge of the lake. She stood an instant with her wet- 
weather hood drawn about her face as if to mark the 
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effect of her shot. Then she picked up another etone and 
poised it, but did not throw it Instead, she walked on 
with the stone in her hand. All without looking back. 

She came to the second gate on the Ambleside road. 
It was oat of sight of the inn, and it seemed an easy 
and an innocent thing to lay the stone on the head of the 
pillar — gate-posts in that country are of stone — and 
to go on her way. But she heard a footstep behind her 
and panic seized her. She felt that nothing in the world 
would be so suspicious, so damning as such an act. She 
hesitated, and was lost. She walked on slowly with the 
stone in her hand, and the fine nun beating in her 
face. 

Her follower, a country clown, passed her. She loi- 
tered until he was out of sight; then she turned and re- 
traced her steps. A half-minute's walking brought her 
again to the gate. There was no one in sight and in a 
fever lest at the last some one should take her in the act 
she set the stone on the top of the post, and passed on. 

Half-way back to the inn she stopped. What if the 
stone had not kept its place? She had merely thrust 
out her hand as she passed, and deposited the stone 
without looking. Now she was sure that her ear had 
caught the faint sound which tlie stone made in striking 
the sodden turf. She turned and walked back. 

When she reached the gate she was thankful that she 
had had that thought. The stone had fallen. For- 
tunately there was no one in sight, and it was easy to 
pick up the first stone that came to hand and replace the 
signal. Then she walked back to the inn, inclined to 
laugh at the proportions to which her simple task had 
attained in her mind. 

She would have laughed after another fashion had she 
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known that her movements from beginning to end had 
been watched by Mr. Sutton. The chaplain, ashamed yet 
pursuing, had sneaked after her when she left the inn, 
hoping that if she went far he might find in some lonely 
place, where she could not escape, an opportunity of 
pleading his cause. He fancied that the lapse of three 
dai'd, and hia patient, mournful conduct, might have 
softened her ; to say nothing of the probable effect on a 
young girl of such a life as she waa leading — of its soli- 
tude, ita dullness, its weariness. 

On seeing her turn, however, he had had no mind to 
be detected, and he had slipped into the wood. From 
his retreat he had seen her deposit the stone : he had seen 
also her guilty face — it was he, indeed, who had removed 
the stone. He had done so, expecting to find a note 
under it, and he was all but surprised in the act. When 
she placed the second, he was within three paces of her, 
crouching with a burning face behind the wall. The 
thought of her contempt if siie discovered him so ap- 
palled him that, cold as it was, he sweated with shame; 
nor was it until she had gone some distance that he dared 
to lift hia eyes above the wall. Then he saw that she 
had put another stone on the gate-post. 

He took it in his hand and compared it with the one 
which he still held. They were as common stones as any 
that lay in the road. And there was no letter. The 
conclusion was clear. The stone waa a signal. Nor 
could he doubt for whom it was intended. The London 
officer was right. Walterson was in the neighbourhood 
and she was in communication with him. The girl's in- 
fatuation still ruled her. 

That hardened him a little in his course of action. 
But he was not at ease, and when some one coughed — 
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elightly but with meaning — while he gazed at the stone, 
he jumped a yard. He stood, with all the blood in his 
body flown to his face. The cough had come from the 
wood behind him; and ten paces from him, peeping 
over the bush, was Mr. Bishop. 

The runner chuckled. "Very well done, reverend sir," 
he said. "Very well done. You've the makings of a very 
tidy ofEcer about you. I could not have done it much 
neater myself. But now, suppose you leave the coast 
clear, or maybe you'll be scaring the other party." 

Mr. Sutton, with his face the colour of beetroot— for 
he was heartily ashamed of the part he had been playing 
— began to stammer an explanation. 

"I saw the young lady, and didn't — I couldn't under- 
stand " 

"What the lay was," Mr. Bishop answered, grinning 
at the other's discomfiture. "Just so. Same with me. 
But suppose in the meantime, reverend sir," with unc- 
tion, "you leave the ground clear for the other party? 
We can talk as well elsewhere as here, and without queer- 
ing the pitch." 

The chaplain swallowed his vexation as well as he 
could and complied — but stiffly. The two made their 
way back in silence to the gap in the wall by which the 
chaplain had entered. There, having first ascertained 
that the road was clear, they stepped out. By that time 
Mr. Sutton was feeling better. After all, he had been 
right to follow the girl. Left to herself, and a slave 
to the villain who had fascinated her, she might suffer 
worse things than a friendly espionage. He determined 
to take the bull by the horns. "What do you make of 
it?" he asked, still blushing. 

"Queer lay," Bishop answered drily. 
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"Yon understand it, then?" 

"Middling well. Gipsy patter that." He pointed to 
the stone. 

"Yon think the young lady is communicating " 

"With another party? I do. Leastways I know it. 
And the party " 

"Is Walterson?" 

"Juat 80," the runner answered. "Why not? Young 
ladies are but women, after all, reverend sir, and much 
like other women, only sometimes more so. I began, I 
confess, by being of your way of thinking. The lady is 
BO precious snowy and so precious stiff you would not 
believe ice would melt in her mouth. But when I came 
to think it all over, and remembered how she stood by 
it at first, and would not give her name, nor any clue 
by which we could trace where she came from — so that 
till Captain Clyne turned up I was altogether at a loss — 
and how she made light of what Walterson had done, 
when it was first told her, and a lot of little things like 
that, I began to see how the land lay, innocent as she 
looks. And after all, come to think of it, if she liked the 
man well enough to go off with him — why should she 
cut him adrift? When she had, so to speak, paid the 
price for him, your reverence? How does that strike 
you ?" 

"But Captain Clyne," Sutton answered slowly, "who 
knew her well, and knows her well " 

"I know." 

"He does not share your opinion. He is under the 
belief," the chaplain continued, "that her eyes are open. 
And that she hatea the very thought of the man, and of 
the mistake she made. His view is that she is only 
J to behave herself." 
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Bishop winked. "Ay, but Captain Clyne," he said, 
"is in love with her, you see." 

Mr, Sutton stared. The colour rose slowly to his 
cheeks. 

"I don't think so," he said. "In fact, I may say 
I know that it is not so. He has long given up the 
remotest idea of the — of the match that was pro- 
jected." 

"May be, may be," the runner answered lightly. "I 
don't say that that is not so. But it is just when a 
man has given up all thought of a thing that he thinkn 
of it the most, Mr. Sutton. Anyway, there is the stone, 
and there is the post, and I'll ask you plain for whom it 
is meant, if it is not meant for Waltcrson?" 

Mr. Sutton nodded. But his thoughts were still en- 
gaged with Captain Clj-ne's feelings. The more he con- 
sidered the point the more inclined he was to think that 
the runner was right. Clyne's insistence on the girl's 
innocence, the extreme bitterness that had once or twice 
broken through liis reticence, and an unusual restless- 
ness of manner when he had made the remarkable pro- 
posal that Mr, Sutton should take his place, all pointed 
that way. And this being so, it was strange how the sus- 
picion sharpened the chaplain's keenness to win the 
prize. If she had still so great a value in the eyes of 
his patron, how enviable would he be if by hook or crook 
he could grin herl How very enviable! And was it 
not for her own good that he should gain her ; even if he 
compassed his end by a little manoeuvring, by stooping 
a little, by spying a little? Ay, even, it might be, by 
frightening her a little. In love, as in war, all was fair, 
and if he did not love her he desired her. She was so 
desirable, so ver}' desirable, he might be forgiven some- 
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what if he stooped to conqoer : seeing that if he failed 
this dangerous man held her in his power. 

So when Bishop asked for the second time, "Will you 
help me to keep an eye on her? Ton can do Jt more 
easily than I can," he was ready with his answer, though 
he blushed a little. 

"I will ptay here and note who passes," he replied. 
"Yes, I will do that." 

"You can do it with less risk of notice than I can," 
the officer answered. "And I must get back and keep 
her in view. It is just possible that this is a ruse, and 
that the man we want is the other way." 

"I will remain," said Mr. Sutton curtly. And he 
stayed. But he was so taken up with this new view of 
his patron's feelings that though Bess Hinkson rowed 
along the shore before hie eyes, and looked hard at him, 
he never saw her. 




CHAPTER XVI 

i. NIOHT ADVENTURE 

Henbietta sat and listened to the varioua sounds 
which told of s household on ite way to bed; and she 
held her courage with both hands. Slip-shod feet moved 
along the passages, sleepy voices bade good-night, dis- 
tant doors closed sharply. And still, when she thought 
all had retired, the clatter of pot or pan in the far-oS 
ofBces proclaimed a belated worker. And she had to 
wait and listen and count the pulsations of her heart. 

The two wax candles, snuff them as she might, cast 
but a dull and melancholy light. The clock ticked in 
the silence of the room with appalling clearness. Her 
own movements, when she crept to the door to listen, 
scared her by their etealthinesa. It seemed to her that 
the least of the somids she made must proclaim her vigil. 
One moment she trembled lest the late burning of her 
light arouse suspicion ; the next lest the cloak which she 
had brought in and cast across a chair should have put 
some one on the alert. Or she tormented herself with 
the fancy that the snow with which the evening sky had 
been heavy would fall before she started and betray her 
footsteps. 

Of one thing she tried not to think. She would not 
dwell on what might happen at the meeting-place. She 
felt that if she let her thoughts run on that, she would 
turn coward, she would not go. And one thing at a time, 
she told herself. There lay her cloak, the window was 
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not three paces from her, the chair which she meant to 
use stood by the door. In three minutes she could be 
outside, in half an hour she might be back. But in the 
meantime, the room was lonesome and creepy, the creak 
of a board made her start, the fall of liie vood-ash 
stopped her breath. Like many engaged in secret deeds 
she made her own mystery and trembled at it. 

At length all seemed abed. 

She extinguished one of the candles and took up her 
cloak. As she put it on before the pale mirror she saw 
that her white face and high-piled hair showed by the 
light of the remaining candle like the face of a ghost; 
and she shivered. But that was the last tribute to weak- 
ness. Her nature, bold to recklessness, asserted itself 
now the moment for action was come. She set the candle 
on the floor and shaded it so that ite light might not be 
8een. Then, taking the chair in her hands she stepped 
into the dark passage, and closed the door behind her. 
The close, heavy smell of the house assailed her as she 
listened ; but all was still, and she raised the sash of the 
window. She passed the chair through the aperture and 
leaning far out that it might not strike the wail lowered 
it gently. She felt it touch the ground and settle on 
its l^s. Then she climbed over the sill and let herself 
down until her feet rested on the chair. She made cer- 
tain that she could draw herself in again, then she 
sprang lightly to the ground. 

The chair cracked as her weight left it, and for a 
moment she crouched motionless against the wall. But 
she had little to fear. Snow had not yet fallen, but it 
was in the air and the night waa as dark as pitch. She 
could not see a yard and when she moved, she had not 
gone two steps from the wall before it vanished, and all 
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that remained to her was Bome uotioa of Jte positioiL 
Above, below, around was a darkness that could be felt. 
Still, she found the gnrden-gate with a little difficulty, 
and she parsed into the road, and turned to the left. 
She knew that if she walked in that direction she moBt 
come to the place— a furlong away — where the Troat- 
beck lane ran up from the lake-side. 

But the blackness was such that lake and hill were all 
one, and she had to go warily, now feeling for the hank 
on her left, now for the ditch on her right. Not a atax 
showed, and only in one place a patch of lighter sky 
broke the darkness and enabled her to discern the shapes 
of the trees as she passed under them. It was a night 
when any deed might be done, any mischief executed 
beside that lonely water; and no eye see it. But she 
tried not to think of this. She tried not to think of 
the tracts of lonely hill that stretched their long arms 
on her left, or of the deep, black water that lurked on her 
right. And she had compassed more than a hnndred 
yards when a faint sound, as of following feet, caught 
her ear. 

She halted, and shook the hood back from her ears. 
She listened. She fancied that she heard the pattering 
cease, and she peered into the darkness, striving to em- 
body the thing that followed. But she could see nothing, 
she could now hear nothing. She had her handkerchief 
in her hand, and as she stood, peering and listeniug, she 
wiped the wind-home moisture from her face. 

Still she heard nothing, and she turned and set off 
again. But her thoughts were with her follower, and 
she had not taken three steps before she ran against the 
bank, and hardly saved herself from a fall. 

She felt that with a little more she would lose her 
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head, and, astray in the boundless night, not knov vhich 
direction to take. She most pull herself together. She 
must go on. And she went on. But twice she had the 
sickoiing assurance that scsnething was moving at hec 
heels. Nor, bat for the thought which by-and-by oc- 
cnrred to her, that her follower might be the person she 
came to meet, could she have kept to her porpoeei 

She came at length, trembling and clutching her hood 
about her, to the foot of the lane. She knew the place 
by the colder, moister air that swept her face, as iHl as 
by the lapping of the water on the strand. For the road 
ran very near the lake at this point It was a mooriag- 
place for two or three boats, belonging for the most 
part to Troutbeck; and she could hear a loose oar in <»ie 
of ^e unseen craft roll over with a hollow sonnd. But 
no one moved in the darkness, or spoke, or came ia her ; 
and with parted lips, striviug to control herself, she 
halted, leaning with one hand against the angle of the 
bank. Then — she could not be mistakni — she heard her 
followCT halt. 

Thirty seconds — it seemed an age — she was silent, and 
forced herself to listen, straining her ears. Then she 
could control herself no longer. 

"Is it yon?" she whispered, her voice strained and 
uncertain, "I am here." 

No one answered. And when she had waited awhile 
glaring into the night where she had last heard the foot- 
steps she shuddered violently. For a space she could not 
speak, she leant against the bank. 

Then, " Is it you ?" she whispered deaperately, turning 
her face this way and that, "Speak if it is I Speak I 
For God's sake, speak to me!" 

No one answered, but out of the gloom came the low 
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cnep of the wind among the reeds, and tbe melancholy 
lapping of the wata on the etoDee. Once more the oar 
in the boat rolled over with a hollow coffin-like echo. 
And from a distance another sound, the flap and beat 
of a sail as the rudder was put over, came off the surface 
of the lake. Bnt she did not heed this. It was with 
the darkness about her, it was with the skulking thing a 
pace or two from her, it was with the arms stretched out 
to clutch her, it was with the fear that was beginning 
to stifle her as the thick night stifled her, that she was 
concerned. 

Once more, striving fiercely to c(»nbat her fear, to 
steady her voice, she spoke. 

"If you do not answer," she cried unsteadily, "I shall 
go back I You hear? I shall go back!" 

Still no answer. And on that, because a frightened 
woman is capable of anything, and especially of the thing 
which is the least to be expected, she flung herself for- 
ward with her hands outstretched and tried to grapple 
with the thing that temfled her. She caught nothing : 
all that she felt was a warm breath on her cheek. She 
recoiled then as quickly as she had advanced. Unfortu- 
nately her skirt brushed something as she fell back and 
the contact, slight as it was, drew a low shriek from her. 
She leant panting against the bank, crouching like a 
thing at bay. The beating of her heart seoned to choke 
her, the gloom to stretch out arms about her. The touch 
of a moth on her cheek would have drawn a shriek. 
And on the lake — but near the diore now, a bowshot 
from where she crouched, the sail of the unseen boat 
flapped against the mast ahd began to descend. The 
light of a shaded lanthom beamed for an instant on the 
dark surface of the water, then vanished. 
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She did not see the lanthom, she did not see the boat, 
for she was glaring in the other direction, the directioii 
in which she had heard the footsteps. All her senses 
were concentrated on the thing close to her. But some 
r^ection of the light, glancing ofE the water, did reveal 
a thing— a dim uncertain something — ^man or woman, 
dead or alive, standing close to her, beside her : and with 
a shriek she sprang from the thing, whatever it was, 
gave way to blind panic, and fled. For some thirty 
yards ehe kept the road. Then she struck the hank 
and fell, violently bnuBing herself. But she felt nothing. 
In a moment she was on her feet again and running 
on, running on blindly, madly. She fancied feet behind 
her, and a hand stretched out to seize her hair; and in 
terror, that terror which she had kept at bay so long and 
80 bravely, ehe ran on at random, until she found her- 
self, she knew not how, clinging with both hands to the 
wicket-gate of the garden. A faint light in one of the 
windows of the inn had directed her to it. 

She stood then, still trembling in every limb, but 
drawing courage from the neighbonrhood of living 
things. And as well as her laboured breathing woiild let 
her, she listraied. Bat presently she caught the stealthy 
trip-trip of feet along the road, and in a quick return of 
terror she opened the gate and slipped into the garden. 
She had the presence of mind to close the gate after and 
without noise. But that done, woman's nerves could 
bear no more. Her knees were shaking under her, as 
she groped her way to her window, and felt for the chair 
which she had left beneath it 

The chair was gone. Impossible I She could not have 
found the right window; that was it She felt with her 
bands along the wall, felt farther. But there was no 
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chaii^-anywliere. She bad made ao mistake. Some one 
had removed the chair. 

Strange to say, the moment ahe was sure of that, the 
fear which had driven her in headlong panic from the 
irater-side left her. She thought no more of her stealthy 
attendant Her one care now was to get in — to get in 
and still to keep secret the fact that she had be^ oat ! 
She bad trembled like a leaf a few moments before, in 
fear of the shapeless thing that crouched beside her in 
the night Now, with no more than the garden-fence 
between her and it, she feared it no more than a feather. 
She regained her ordinary plane, and foresaw all the 
suspicion, all the inconvenience, to which her position, 
if she could not re-enter, must subject ho-. And the 
smaller, the immediate fear expelled tbe greater and 
more remote. 

She leant against the wall and tried to think. Who 
had, who could have removed the chair? She coold not 
guess. And thinking only increased her e&gemess, her 
anxiety to enter and be safe. She most get in scnnehow, 
even at a little risk. 

She tried to take bold of the sill above her, and so 
to raise herself to the window by sheer stroigth. But 
she could not grasp the sill, though ehe could touch it 
Still, if she had something in place of the chair, if she 
had something a foot high on which to raise herself she 
c6uld succeed. But what? And how was she to find 
anything in the dark? She peered round, compelling 
herself to think. Snrel; she might find something. With 
a single foot of height she was saved. Without that 
foot of height she must rouse the home ; and that meant 
disgrace and contumely, and degrading suspicion. Her 
cheeks burned at the prospect. Por no story, no ex- 
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planaUon would account satiBfactoril; for her abseoce 
from the house at Boch an honr. 

She was about to grope her way round the hoiue to 
the yard at the back — where with luck ahe might find a 
chicken coop or a stable bucket — when five paces from 
her the latch of the wicket clicked sharply. By instinct 
she flattened herself against the wall; but she had 
scarcely time to feel the sodden leap of her heart before 
a mild Toice spoke out of the ^oom. 

"I'm afraid I have taken your chur," it murmuzed, 
"pray forgive me. I am Mr. Sutton, and I — I am very 
sorry 1** 

"You followed me I" 

"I^ " 

"You followed me I" Her voice rang imperative with 
anger. "Yon followed me I You have been spying on 
me! You!" 

"No ! No I" he muttered. "I meant only——** 

"How daie yon I How dare yon I" she cried in low 
flerce tones. "You have been spying on me, sir I And 
yon removed the chair tliat — that I might not enter 
without your help." 

He was silent a mom^t, standing, thongh she could 
not see him, with his chin on his breast Then : 

"I confess," he said in a low tone. "I confess it was 
M. I spied on yon." 

"And followed me l** 

"Yes," he admitted it, his hands extended in unseen 
deprecation, "I did." 

"Why?" she cried. "Why, sir?" 



"But I do not want to know," she retorted, cutting 
him short as she remembered the time, and place, "I 
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want to know nothing, to hear nothing from yoni Hie 
chair, sir I The chair, if jou do not vneb to add farther 
outrage to your nnmanly conduct. Set me the chair and 
go!" 

"But hear at least," he pleaded, "why I followed yon, 
MisB Darner. Why " 

She stamped her foot on the ground. 

"The chair I" she repeated. 

He was most anxious to tell her that thoo^ other 
motivee had led him to spy on her and watch her window, 
he had followed her out of a pure desire to protect her. 
Bat her insistence overrode him, siloiced him. He set 
the chair under the passage window and murmured 
submiBBiTely that it waa there. 

That was enough for her. She felt for it, found it, 
and without thought of him or word to him, she climbed 
nimbly in. That done she stooped and drew the chair 
up, and closed the window down upon him and secured 
it. Next, feeling for the door of Mr. Bogers's twsm 
she got rid of the chair, and seized her hidden candle 
and crept out and up the stairs. Apparently all the 
house, save the man who had detected her, slept But 
she did not dare to pause or prove the fact. She had 
had her leseon and a severe one ; and she did not breathe 
freely until the door of hra chamber was locked behind 
her, and she knew herself once more within the boundB 
of the usual and the proper. 

Then for a brief while, as she tore off her damp 
clothes, her thoughts ran stormily on Mr. Sutton: nor 
did she dream, or he, from what things he had saved her. 
The man was & wretch, a spy, a sneak trying to worm 
himself into her confidraice. She would box his ears 
if he threatened her or referred to the matter again. 
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'Aai if he told others — she did not know what she would 
not do I For the rest, she had let hereelf be scared by 
s nothing, by a step, by a sound ; and she despised herself 
for her cowardice. But — she had that consolation — she 
had played her part, she had gone to the rendezrous, she 
had not failed. The fault lay with him who should have 
met her there, and who had not met her. 

And so, shivering and chilled — for bedroom fires were 
not yet, and she was worn out with fright and exposore 
— she hid herself under the heavy patchwork quilt and 
sought comfort in the sleep of exhaustion. It was not 
long in coming, for she suspected no more than she 
knew. Like the purblind insect that creeps upon the 
crowded pavanent and is missed by a hundred feet, she 
discerned neither the dangers which she had so narrowly 
escaped, nor those into which her late action was fated 
to hnny her. 




CHAPTER Xm 

THB EDOB or THB BTOBU 

It was daylight vhen she awoke; bat it had not been 
daylight long. Yet some one was knocking ; and knock- 
ing londly at the door of her bedroom. She roee on her 
elbow, and looking at the half-cnrtaioed window decided 
that it was eight o'clock, perhaps a little later. Bnt not 
so much later that thej need raise the house in waking 
her. 

"lliank you," she cried petulantly. "That will dot 
That will dol I am awake." And she laid her head on 
the pillow again, and closing her eyes, sighed deeply. 
Tlie ereots of the night were coming back to her — and 
with them her troablea. 

Bnt, 'Tlease to open the door, miss 1" came the an- 
ew^ in gmfE accents. "I want to speak to you, by yonr 
leave." 

Henrietta sat op, her hair straggling from under the 
nightcap that framed her pretty features. The voice 
that demanded entrance was Mrs. Oilson's: and even 
over Hoirietta that voice had power. She parleyed no 
longer. She threw a wrap about her, and hastily opened 
the door. 

"What is it?" she asked. "Mrs. Oilson, is it you?" 

"Be good enough," the landlady answered, "to let me 
come in a minute, miss." 

Her peremptory tone astonished Henrietta, who said 
neither Yes nor No, but stood staring. He landlady 

m 
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with little ceremon; took leave for granted. She en- 
tered, went by the girl to the window, and dragging 
the curtains aside, let in tbe full light The adventures 
of the night had left Henrietta pale. But at this her 
colour rose. 

"What is it ?" she repeated. 

"You know best," Mrs. Qilson answered with more 
than her naual curtness. "Deal of dirt and little profit, 
I'm afraid, like Brough March fair 1 It's not enough to 
be a fool once, it seems I Though I'd have thought you'd 
paid pretty smartly for it. Smart enough to know bet- 
ter now, my lass !" 

"I don't know what you mean," Henrietta faltered. 

"You don't?" Mrs. Gilson rejoined, and with her 
arms set akimbo she stared severely at the girl, who, in 
her night^lothes with her cloak thrown about her and 
her colour coming and going, looked both gnilfy and 
frightened. "I fancy your face knows, if you dtHi't 
Where were you last night? Ay, after dark last night, 
madam? Where were yon, I eay?" 

"After dark?" Henrietta stammered. 

"Ay, after dark!" the landlady retorted. "Iliafs 
English, isn't it F But never mind. Least said is soon- 
est mended. Where are your shoes ?" 

"My shoes?" 

Mrs. OilsoD lost patience, or appeared to lose it. 

"That is what I said," she replied. "Yon give them 
to me, and then 111 tell you why I want them. Ah !" 
catching sight of them and bending her stout form to 
lift them from the floor. "Now, if you want to know 
^at is the matter, though I think you know as well as 
the miller knows who beats the meal sack — ^you come 
with me T There is no one on this landing. Come you, 
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as yon ar^ to Ihe window at th« other end. 'Asd jtiill 
know fast enough, and whj they want yonr ahoei." 

"They?" Henrietta murmured, hanging back and 
growing more alarmed. It was a pity that there was no 
man there to see how pretty ebe looked in. her disorder. 

"Ay, they !" the landlady answered. And a keen ear 
might have detected sorrow as well as displeasnre in her 
tone. "There's many will be poking tbdr noses into your 
affairs now you'll find — when it's too late to preTent 
them. But do you come^ young woman !" She led the 
way along the landing to a window which looked down 
on the aide-gardoL After a brief hesitation Henrietta 
followed, her face grown sullen. Alas ! when she readied 
the window it needed but a look to enlighten her. 

One of the things, which she had feared the pieTlona 
day, had come to pass! A little snow had fallen while 
she was absent from the house; so very little that she 
bad not noticed it. But it had lain, and on its ^ite 
surface was published this morning in damning char- 
acters the story of her flittings to and fro. And worse, 
early as it was, the story had readers 1 Leaning on the 
garden wicket were two or three men discussing the ap- 
pearances, and pointing and arguing ; and forty or fif^ 
yards along the road towards Bowness, a man, twnt 
double, was tracing the prints of her feet, as if he fol- 
lowed a scent. 

It was for that, then, that they wanted her shoes. She 
understood, and her first impulse was to indignatioiu It 
was an outrage \ An insult I 

"What is it to them?" she cried. "How dare thqrl" 

Mrs. Oilson looked keenly at her under her vast bushy 
eyebrows. 

"I^ afraid," she said, "that yonll find they^ dare a 
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mort more than that before they've done, my girl. And 
what they want to know they'll learn. TTiese," coolly 
lifting the shoes to eight, "are to help than." 

"But why should they — what is it to them if I " 

ahe stopped, xmwilliDg to commit herself. 

"Yon listen to me a minute," the landlady s^d. 
"You're bronght your pigs to a poor market, that's 
plain: and there ia but one thing can help you now, 
and that is a clean breast. Now you make up your mind 
to it! There's nought else can help you, I say again, 
and that I tell youl It's no child's play, thisl Tie 
truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, aa 
the; say at the assizes, is the only thing for you, if yon 
don't want to be sorry for it all the rest of your life." 

She spoke so seriously that Henrietta when she an- 
6wered took a lower tone; though she still protested. 

"What is it to any one," she asked, "if I was out of 
the house last night?" 

"It's litUe to me," Mrs. Gilson answered drily. "But 
it will be much to yon if you don't tell the truth. Your 
own conscience, my girl, should speak loud enough." 

"My conscience is clear!" Henrietta cried. But her 
tone, a little too heroic, fitted ill with her appearance. 

At any rate His, Qilson, who did not like heroics, 
thought so. "Hen the best thing you can do," she re- 
plied tartly," is to go and dreee yourself ! A clear coo- 
science I TJmph ! Gire me clean hands 1 And if I 
were you I'd be quite sure about that conscience before 
I came down to answer questions." 

"I shall not come down." 

"Then they'll come up," the landlady retorted. "And 
^twon't be more pleasant You'd best think twice about 
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Henrietta was thiaking. Behind the sullen, prett; 
latx she was thinking that if she made a clean breast 
of it, she mnst betray the man. She must saj wliere she 
had Been him, and why she had gone to meet bim. And 
that was the thing which she had resolved not to do^ 
the thing which she was still determined not to do. 
There is a spice of obstinacy in all women : an inclina- 
tion to abide by a line once taken, or an opinion once 
formed. And Henrietta, who was naturally head-strong, 
and who had run some risk the previous night and gone 
to some trouble that the man might escape, was not 
going to give him up to-day. Th^ had found her out, 
they had driven her to bay. But notiiing which they 
could do would wound her half as much as that public 
ordeal, that confrontation with the man, that exhibition 
of his unworthiness and her folly, which must follow his 
capture. For the man himself, she was so far from lov- 
ing him, that she loathed him, she was ashamed of him. 
But she was not going to betray him. She was not 
going to turn iufonner — a name more, hateful then, 
when blood-money was common, than now! She who 
had be^i kissed by him was not going to have his blood 
on her hands t 

Snch were her thoughts; to which Mrs. Gileoa had no 
clue. But the landlady read recalcitrancy in the girl's 
face, and knowing some things which Henrietta did not 
know, and being at no time one to brook opposition, she 
took the girl the wrong way. If she had appealed to 
her better feelings, if she had used that influence with 
her which rough but real kindness had won, it is possi- 
ble that she might have brought Henrietta to reason. 
But the sight of that sullen, pretty face provoked the 
landlady. She bad proof of gross indiscretion, she sos- 
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pected worse things, she thought Hie girl unworthy. 
And she spoke more harshly to her than «he had ever 
spoken before. 

"If yon were my girl," she said grimly, "I'd know 
what to do with you ! I'd shake the humours out of you, 
if I had to shake you from now till next week 1 Ay, I 
would I And, you'd pretty soon come to your senses and 
find your tongue, I warrant I Didn't you pretend to me 
and maintain to me a week ago and more that you'd 
done with the scamp?" 

"I have done with him I" Henrietta cried, red and 
angry. 

"Ay, as the foot has done with the shoe — till next 
time!" Mrs. Gileon retorted, drawing her simile from 
the articles in her hand. "For shame. For shame, 
yoong woman!" seyerely. "When it was trnqting to 
that I kept you here and kept you out of gaol I" 

Henrietta had not thought of that side of the caaei; 
and the reminder, finding a joint in her armour, stung 
her. 

"Ton don't know to'whcsa you are talking I" she cried. 

"I know that I am talking to a fool!" the landlady 
retorted. "But there," she continued irefully, "you 
may talk to a fool till yon are dead and 'twill still be a 
fool I So if s CHily one bit of advice I'll give you. Ton 
dress and come down or you'll be dragged down 1 And I 
suppose, though you are not too proud. to trapse the roads 
to meet your Joe — ay," raising her voice as Henrietta 
turned in a rage, and fled, "you may slam the door, you 
little risen, for a vixen you are 1 But you've heard some 
of my opinion of you, and you'll hear more I I'm not 
sure that you're not a thorough bad 'un !" Mrs. Gilaon 
continued, lowering her voice again and speaking to 




190 - THE EDGE OF THE STORU 

lienelf — ^though her votAb were atill andible. "Tlui 
Fin not! But any waj there'll be one here by-and-by 
you'll hare to listen to I And he'll malce your ears bum, 
my lady, or I'm mistaken I'* 

It was bad enough to hear throngh the ill-fitting door 
each words as these. It was worse to know that plainer 
words might be used downstairs in the hearing of man 
and maid. But Henrietta had the sense to know that 
her positicm would be made worse by avoiding the issue, 
and pride enough to urge her to face it. She hastened to 
dress herself, though her fingers shook with indignation 
as well as with cold. 

It was only when she was nearly ready to descend that 
she noticed hojv large was the crowd collected before 
the inn. She conld hardly believe that her escapade — 
much as it might interest the police <^cer — ^waa the 
cause of this. And a chill of apprehension, a thrill of 
anticipation of she knew not what, kept her for a mo- 
ment standing before the window. She had done, she 
told herself, no harm. She had no real reason to fear. 
And yet she was beginning to fear. Anger was b^in* 
ning to give place to dismay. For it was clear that some- 
thing out of the common had happened; besides the 
group in the road, three or four persons were inspecting 
the boats drawn up on the fore^ore. And on the lake 
was a stir unusual at this season. Half a mile from the 
shore a boat under sail was approaching the landing- 
place from the direction of Wray Woods. It was running 
fast before the bitter lash of the November wind that 
here and there flecked the grey and melancholy expanse 
with breakers. And round the point from the direction 
of Ambleside a second boat was reaching, with the wind 
on her {Quarter. She fancied that the meu in these boats 
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BUde signs to thoee on the shore; and that the excite- 
ment grew with their report. While she gazed two or 
three of the people in the road walked down to the water. 
And with a puckered brow, and a face a shade paler than 
usual, she hesitated; wishing that she knew what had 
happened and was sure that the stir had not to do with 
her. 

She would have preferred to wait upstairs until the 
boats arrived. But she remembered Mrs. Qilson's warn- 
ing. Moreover, she was b^inning to comprehend — as 
men do, and women seldom do — that there is a force 
vhidi it is futile to resist — that of the law. Sooner or 
later she must go down. So taking her courage in both 
hands she opened her door, and striving to maintain a 
dignified air she descended the stairs, and made her way 
past the passage window to Mr. Bogers's room. 

It was empt^, and first appearances were reassuring. 
Her breakfast was laid and waiting, the fire was chea- 
ful, the room tended to encouragement. But the mur- 
mur of excited voices still rose from the highway below, 
and kept her uneasy: and when she went to the side- 
window to view the scene of last night's evasion, she 
stamped her foot with vexation. For where the tracks of 
feet were clearest they had been covered with old boxes 
to protect them from the frosty sunshine which the day 
promised; and the precanticHi smacked so strongly of 
the law and its meljiods that it had an ill look. Not 
Bobinson Crusoe on his desert island had made a more 
ridiculous fuss about a foot-print or two 1 

She was still knitting her brows over the device when 
there came a knock at the door. She turned and con- 
fronted Bishop. The man's manner as he entored was 
respectful enough, but he had not waited for leave to 
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come in. And she liad a sickening feeling that he was 
taking possession of her, that he would not leave hex 
again, that from this tune she was not her own. The 
gravit; of the blufiC red face did not lessen this feeling. 
And thoQgh she would fain have asked him his business 
and challenged his introsion she conldjiot find a word. 

"I take it, yon'd as soon see me alone, miss," he said. 
And be closed the door behind him, and gtood with his 
liat in his hand. "Tou'd best go on with your break- 
fast, for you look a bit peaky — ^you're a bit shaken, I 
ecpect, by what has happened. Bnt don't yon be afraid," 
with something like a wink, "there's no harm will hap- 
poi to yon if yon are sensible. Meanwhile 111 talk to 
you, by your leave, while you eat It will save time, and 
time's much. I suppose," he continued, ss she forced 
herself to take her seat and pour out her tea, "there's 
no need to tell you, miss, what has happened?" 

She would have given much to prevent her hand 
shaking, and something to be able to look him in the 
face. She did succeed in maintaining outward cotn- 
poenre ; for agitation is m<He clearly f dt than perceived. 
But she coold not force the colour to her cheeks, nor 
compel her tongue to utterance. And he let her swallow 
some tea before he repeated his question. 

" I suppose there is no need, miss, to tell you what has 
happened F" 

"I do not know" — she murmured — ^"to what you re- 
fer. You must epeak more plainly." 

"If 8 a serious matter," he said. He appeared to be 
looking into his hat, but he was really watohing h^ over 
its edge. "A serious matter, miss, and I hope you'll lake 
it as it should be taken. For if it goes b^ond a point 
the Lord only can stop it. So if you know, miss, and 
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haye no need to be told, it's beet for you to be frank. 
We know a good deal." 

The warm tea bad given ber command of berself. 

"If you mean," abe said, "that I was out last night, 
I vas." 

"We know that, of conree." 

"You have my shoea," with a little shrug of contempt 

"Yes, miss, and your footprints !" be answered. "The 
point on which we want informati<xi — and the sooner we 
haye it the better — ^is, where did you leave him ?'* 

"Where did I leave— whom ?'' sharply. 

"The person you met" 

"I met no one." 

The runner shook bis bead geaitly. And his face grew 
longer. 

" For God's sake, miss," be said earnestly, " don't fence 
with me. Don't take that line I Believe me, if you do 
you'll be sorry. Time's the thing. Tfell ua now and it 
may avaiL Tell us to-morrow and it may be of no use. 
The barm may be done." 

She stared at him. "But I met no one," she said. 

"There are the footprints, coming and going," he 
answered with severii^. "It ia no use to deny them." 

"A man's — ^with mine?" 

"For certain." 

She looked at bim with a startled expression. But 
gradually her face cleared, she smiled. 

"Ah," she said. "Just so. You have the man's tracks 
coming and going? And mine?" 

He nodded. 

"But are not bis tracks as well as mine more faint 
as they gt> from the bouse? More clear as they come 
back to the house? Because snow was falling while I 
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was out as well as before I start^. So that he as well 
as I went from the house and returned to the house !" 

He frowned. "I noticed that," he said. 

"Then," with a faint ring of amusement in her tone, 
"you had better search the house for him." 

The difficnlty had occurred to Mr. Bishop before he 
entered. But it did not fall in with his theory, and like 
many modem discoverers he had set it oa one side as a 
detail which events would explain. Put to him crudely 
it vexed him. 

"See here, miss, you're playing with us," he said. 
"And it won't do. Tell us frankly " 

"I will tell you frankly," she answered, cutting him 
short with spirit, "whose tracks they are. They are Mr. 
Sutton's. Now you know. And Mr. Suttoa is the only 
person I saw last night. Now you know that too. And 
perhaps you will leave me." She rose as she finished. 

"Mr. Sutton was with you?" 

"I have said so. You have my shoes. Qet his. What 
I say is easily tested and easily proved." 

She had the pleasure of a little triumph. The runner 
looked taken aback and ashamed of himself. But after 
the first flush of astonishment he did not waste a min- 
ute. He turned, opened the door, and disappeared. 

Henrietta listened to his departing steps, then with a 
sigh of relief she returned to her breakfast. Her spirits 
rose. She felt that she had exaggerated her troubles; 
that she had allowed herself to be alarmed without 
cause. Hie landlady's rudeness, rather than any real 
perplexity or peril, had imposed on her. Another time 
she would not be eo lightly frightened. For, after all, 
she had done nothing of which even Mr. Sutton, if he 
told the truth, could make much. They might suspect 
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that she had stolen out to meet Waltereon; but as she 
had not met him, tiiey could prove nothing. Thej might 
conclude from it, that he was in the neighbourhood ; but 
as Bishop already held that belief, thingB were left where 
they were before. Except, to be sure, that for some rea- 
son she had lost the landlady's favour. 

The girl had arrived at this comfortable stage in her 
reasoning when the shuffling of feet along the passage 
informed her that Bishop was returning. Nor Bishop 
only. He brought with him others, it was clear, and 
among them one heavy man in hoots — she caught the 
harsh ring of a spur. Who were they ? Why were they 
coming F Involuntarily she rose to her feet, and waited 
with a quickened heart for their appearance. 

Tlie sounds that reached her were not encouraging. 
One of the men stumbled, and growled an oath ; and one 
langhed a vulgar common laugh as at some jest in doubt- 
ful taata Then the door opened wide, and with little 
ceronony they followed one another into the room, one, 
two, three. 

Bishop first, with his bluff, square face. Then a 
stranger, a tall bull^ man, heavy-visaged and bull-dog 
jawed, with harsh, over-bearing eyes. He wore an open 
horseman's coat, and under it a broad leather belt with 
pistols; and he touched his brow with his whip-handle 
in a half familiar, half icsolent way. After him came 
the pale, peaky face of Mr. Sutton, who looked chap- 
fallen and ashamed of himself. 

The moment all had entered, 

"Mr. Chaplain, close the door," said the stranger in 
a broad Lancashire accent, and with an air of authority. 
"Now, Bishop, suppose you tell the young lady — damme, 
what's that?" turning sharply, "Who is it?" 



CHAPTER XVIII 



ME. JOSEPH KADIN 



Thb words were addreesed to Mr. Sutton, who did 
not seem able to ehut the door. But the answer came 
from the other aide of the door. 

"By your leave," — ^the voice, a little breathlesa, was 
Mrs, Gilson's — "I'm coming in too." And ehe came in 
at that, and brusquely. "I think yon are over many 
men for one woman," she continued, setting her cap 
fltraight, and otherwise, not a whit discomposed by the 
men's attitude. "You'll want me before you are done, 
you'll see." 

"Want you?" the strange man answered with sarcasm. 
"Hen when we want you we'll send for you." 

"No youll not, Joe Nadin," she retorted, coolly, aa 
she closed the door behind her. " For I'll be here. What 
you will be wanting," with a toss of her double chin, 
"will be wit. But that's not to be had for the sending." 

Nadin — ^he was the deputy-constable of Manchester, 
nnd the most famous police officer of that day, a man 
as warmly commended by the Tory party as he was 
fiercely hated by the Radicals — would have given an 
angry answer. But Bishop was before him. 

"Let her be," he said — ^with friendly deference. "We 
may want her, as she says. And the young lady is wait- 
ing. Now, misa," he continued, addressing Henrietta, 
who stood at the table trying to hide the perturbation 
which these preliminaries caused her, "I've brought Mr. 
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Sutton to tell ua in your presence what he knowB. I 
doubt it won't go far. So that when we have heard him 
we shall want a good deal from you." 

"Ay, from you, young lady," the Manchester man 
struck in, taking the word out of the other's mouth. 
"It will be your turn then. And what we want we mnet 
have, or " 

"Or what?" she asked, with an air of dignity that sat 
strangely on one bo young. "Hiey did not guess how her 
heart was beating ! 

"Or 'twill be Appleby gaol!" he answered. "That's 
the long and the short of it. There's an end of shilly- 
shallyingl You've to make your choice, and time's 
precious. But the reverend gentleman has first say. 
Speak np, Mr. Chaplain 1 You followed this young 
lady last night about ten o'clock? Very good. Now 
what did yon see and bear?" 

Mr. Sutton looked miserably downcast. But he was 
on the horns of a dilemma, and while he knew that by 
speaking he forfeited all chance of Henrietta's favour, 
he knew that he must speak : that he had no choice. Ob- 
stinate as he could be upon occasion, in the grasp of 
such a man as Nadin he succumbed. He owned that not 
the circumstances only but the man were too strong for 
him. Yet he made one effort to stand on his own legs. 
"I think Mies Darner would prefer to tell the tale her- 
self," he said, with a spark of dignity. "In that case 
I have nothing to say." 

"I do not know what you mean," Henrietta answered, 
her lip curling. And she looked at him as she would 
have looked at Judas. 

"Still," he murmured, with a side-glance at Nadin, 
"if you would be advised by me " 
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"I have nothing to eay," she said curtly. 

"Mind you, I've told her nothing." Mrs. Qilson said, 
intervening in time to prevent an outburst on Kadin's 
part. "I was bid to get her shoes, and I got her shoes. 
I held my tongue." 

"Then ehe knows nothing!" the chaplain exclaimed. 

"Oh, she knows enough," Kadin struck in, hia hMsh, 
dogmatic nature getting the better of him. " If she did 
not know we should not come to her. We know our busi- 
ness. Now, Where's the man hiding? For there the boy 
will be. Where did you leave him, my lass?" 

Mr. Sutton, whom circumstanceB had forced into a 
part so distasteful, saw a chance of helping the girl ; and 
even of reinstating himself in some degree in her e^es. 

"I can answer that," he said. "She did not meet him. 
The young lady went to the bottom of Troutheck Lane, 
where, I understand, the boat came to land. But there 
was no one there to meet her. And she came hack with- 
out seeing any one. I can vouch for that. And that," 
the chaplain continued, throwing out his chest, and 
speaking with dignity, "is all that Miss Damer did, and 
I can speak to it," 

Nadin exploded. 

"Don't tell me that she went to the place for nothing, 

"I tell you only what happ«ied," the chaplain an- 
swered, sticking to his point. "She saw no one, and 
spoke to no one." 

"Hang me if I don't think you are in with her!" 
N"adin replied in an insulting tone. And then turning 
to Henrietta, "Now then, out with it! Where is he?" 

But Henrietta, battered by the man's coarse voice and 
manner, still held her ground. 
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"If I knew I should not tell you," she said. 

"Then you'll go to Appleby gaol !" 

"And Btill I shall not tell you." 

"Understand! Understand!" Nadin replied. "I've 
a warrant here granted in Lancashire and backed here 
and in order ! A warrant to take him. You can see it if 
you like. Don't say I took advantage of you. I'm 
rough, but I'm equare," he continued, his broad dialect 
such that a Southerner would not have understood him. 
"The lads know me, and you'll know me before we've 
done 1" 

"Then it won't be for your wisdom!" Mrs. Gilson 
muttered. And then more loudly, "Why don't you tell 
her what's been done? Happen she knows, and happen 
she doesn't. If she does 'tis all one. If she doesn't 
you're talking to deaf ears." 

Nadin shrugged his shoulders and struck his boot 
with his whip. 

"Well," he said, "ao old lass with a long tongue will 
have her way i' Lancashire or where it be! Tell her 
yourself. But she knows, I warrant I" 

Mrs. Gilson also thought so, but she was not sure. 

"See here, miss," she said, "you know Captain Clyne's 
son ?" 

Henrietta's colour rose at the name. 

"Of course you do," the landlady continued, "for if 
all's true you are some sort of connection. Then you 
know. Miss, that he's the apple of his father's eye, and 
the more for being a lameter?" 

Henrietta could not hear Anthony Clyne's name with- 
out agitation ; without vague apprehensions and a sense 
of coming evil. Why did they bring in the name? And 
what were they going to tell her about the boy — of whom 
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in the old days ehe had been contemptuously jealous? 
She felt her face bum imder the gaze of all those eyes 
fixed on it. And her own eyes sank. 

"Well," she muttered indistinctly, "what of him? 
What has he to do with this?" 

"He is missing. He has been stolen." 

"Stolen?" 

Her tone was one of sharp surprise. 

"He was carried off last night by two men," Bishop 
struck in, "His nurse was returning to the house near 
Newby Bridge — ^hard on nightfall, whrai she met two 
men on the road. They asked the name of the place, 
heard what it was, and asked who the child was. She 
told them, and they went one way and she another, but 
before she reached home they overtook her, seized her 
and bound her, and disappeared with the boy. It was 
dusk and she might have lain in the ditch and died. But 
the Bervanta in the house went out when she did not re- 
turn and found her," He looked at Nadin. "Thafs so, 
isn't it?" 

"Ay, that's it," the other answered, nodding. "You've 
got it pat." 

"When she could speak, the alarm waa given, th^ 
raised the country, the men were traced to Newby 
Bridge. There we know a boat met them and took them 
off. And the point, miss, is not so much where they 
landed, for that we know — 'twas at the bottom of Trout>' 
beck Lane ! — as where they are now." 

She had turned pale and red and pale again, while she 
listened. Astonishment had given place to horror, and 
resentment to pity. In women, even the youngest, there 
is a secret tenderness for children ; and the thought of 
this child, cast lame and helpless into the hands of 
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straJigers, and exposed, in place of the care to which he 
had been accustomed al! IiIb life, to brutality and hard- 
Bhipa, pierced the crust of jealousy and melted fhe 
woman's heart. Her eyea 611ed with tears, and through 
the tears indigaation burned. For a moment even the 
insult which Anthony Clyne had put upon her was for- 
gotten. She thought only of the father's misery, his 
Buapense, his grief. She yearned to him. 

"Oh !" she cried, "the wretches !" And her voice rang 
bravely. "But — but why are you here? Why do you 
not follow them ?" 

Nadin'a eyes met Bishop's. He raised his eyebrows. 

"Because, miss," he said, "we think there's a. shorter 
way to thran. Because we think you can tell us where 
they are if you choose," 

" I can tell you where they are ?" she repeated. 

"Yes, miss. We believe that you can — if you choose. 
And you must choose." 

The girl stared. Then slowly she comprehended. She 
grasped the fact that they addressed the question to her, 
that they believed that she was at one with the men who 
had done tills. And a change as characteristic of her 
nature as it was unexpected by those who watched her, 
swept over lier face. Her features quivered, and, even as 
when Anthony dyne's proposal wounded her pride to the 
quick, she turned from them, and bowing her head on 
her haJids broke into weeping. 

They were all taken aback. They had looked some 
for one thing, some for another ; some for rage and scorn, 
some for sullen denial. No one had foreseen this break- 
down. Nor was it welcome, Nodin found himself 
checked on the threshold of success, and swore under his 
breath. Bishop, who had broken a lance with her before, 
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and vas more or lees tender-hearted, looked vesed. Mr. 
Sutton showed open distress — ^her weeping hurt him, 
and at every quiver of her slight, girlish figure be winced. 
While Mrs, Gilson frowned; perhaps at the clumsiness 
and witlessnesB of men-folk. But she did not interfere, 
and the chaplain dared not interfere: and Nadin was 
left to deal with the girl sa he pleased. 

"There, miss," he said, speaMng a little less harshly, 
"tears mend no bones. And there's one thing clear in 
tills and not to be denied — the men who have taken the 
lad are friends of your friend. And not a doubt he's in 
it. We've traced them to a place not three hundred 
yards from here. They've vanished where he vanished, 
and there's no need of magic to tell that the same hole 
hides all. I was on the track of the men with a warrant 

— for they are d d Radicals as ever were! — when 

they slipped off and played this pretty trick by the way. 
Whether they have kidnapped the lad out of revenge, or 
for a hostage, I'm in the dark. But put-up job or not, 
you are not the young lady to back up such doings. I 
see that with half an eye," he added cunningly, '"and 
therefore " 

"Have you got it from her?" 

Nadin turned with a frown — ^the interruption came 
from Mr. Homyold. The justice had just entered, and 
stood booted, spurred, and pompous on the threshold. 
He carried his heavy riding-whip, and was in all points 
ready for the road, 

"No, not yet," Nadin answered curtly, "but " 

'•'You'd better; let me try her, thai," the magistrate 
rejoined, all fussiness and importance. "There's no time 
to be lost. We're getting together, I've a dozen mount- 
ed men in the yard, and they are coming in from Rydal 
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eide. We shall haye two score in an hoar. We'll have 
the hills scoured before nightfall, and long before Cap- 
tain Clyne is here." 

"Quite 80, squire," Nadin replied drily. "But if the 
young lady will tell m where the scoundrel lies we'll be 
spared the trouble. Now, misa," he continued, forget- 
ting, under the impetus of Homyold's manner, the more 

diplomatic line he had been following, "we'je a d d 

clear case against yon, and that's flat. We can trace you 
to where they landed last night, aod we know that you 
were there within a few minutes of the time; for we've 
tlieir footsteps from the boat to the wood above the road, 
and your footsteps from the boat to the inn. There is 
as much evidence of aiding and abetting as would trans- 
port a dozen menl So do you be wise, and tell us 
straight off what we want." 

But two words had caught her ear. 

"Aiding and abetting?" she muttered. And she 
turned her eyes, still bright with tears, upon him. Her 
flushed face and ruffled hair gave her a strangely child- 
ish appearance. "Aiding and abetting? Do you mean 
that you think that I — that I had anjihing to do with 
taking the child?" 

"No, no," Bishop murmured hurriedly, and cast a 
warning look at hia colleague. "No, no, not knowing- 

1,." 

"Nay, but that depends," Nadin persisted obstinately. 
His fibre was coarser, and his perceptions were less acate. 
It was his habit to gain his ends by fear, and he was un- 
willing to lose the hold he had over her. "That de- 
pends," he repeated doggedly. "If you speak and tell 
U8 all you know, of course not. But if you do not apeak, 
we shall take it against you." 
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"You will taie it," she cried, "that I — I helped to 
Bteal the child ?" 

"Just 80, if you don't speak," Nadin repeated, disre- 
garding his fellow's signals. Firmness, he was sure, was 
all that was needed. Just firmness. 

She was silent in great agitation. They suspected 
her ! Oh, it was wicked, it was vile of them ! She 
would not _have touched a hair of the child's head. 
And they suspected Walterson; but it might be as 
falsely, it must be as falsely. Yet if she gave him 
up, even if he were innocent he would suffer. He 
would suffer on other charges, and she would hove 
hia blood on her hands though she had so often, so 
often, resolved that she would not be driven to 
that! 

They asked too much of her. They asked her to be- 
tray the man to death on the chance — and she did not 
believe in the chance — ^that it would restore the child 
to its father. She shuddered as she thought of the child, 
as she thought of Anthony dyne's grief ; she would wil- 
lingly have done much to help the one and the other. 
But they asked too much- If it were anything short of 
the man's life that they asked, she would be guided, she 
would do as they bade her. But this step was irrevoca- 
ble : and she was asked to take it on a chance. Possibly 
they did not themselves believe in the chance. Possibly 
they made the charge for their own purposes, their aim 
to get the man into their power, the blood-money into 
their purs& She shuddered at that and found the di- 
lemma cruel. But she had no doubt which course she 
must follow. Xo longer did any thought of herself or 
of the annoyances of his arrest weigh with her : thought 
of the child had outweighed ail that. But she would 
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not withont proof, without clear proof, have the man's 
blood on her hands. 

And regarding them with a pale set face, 

"If you have proof," ahe said, "that he — ^Walterson — " 
she pronounced tiie name with an effort — "was con- 
cerned in carrying c^ the child, I will speak." 

"Proof?" Nadin barked. 

"Yea," she said. "If you can saUsfy me that he waa 
privy to thia — I will tell you all I know." 

Nadin exploded. 

"Proof?" he cried with violence. "Why, by G — d, 
was he not at the place where we know the men landed ? 
And didn't you expect to meet him there? And at the 
very hour?" 

"He was not there," she cried. 

"And I was there," she continued, "yet I know noth- 
ing. I am innocent." 

"Umph ! I don't know I" Nadin growled. 

"But I do," she replied. "If your proof comes only to 
that " 

"But the men who took the child are old mates of 
his!" 

"How do yon know?" she returned. "You did not 
see them. They may not be the men you wished to ar- 
rest. But," scornfully, "I see what kind of proof you 
have, and I shall not tell you." 

"Come, miss," Bishop said, staying with difiGculty 
Kadin's furious answer. "Come, miss, think I Think 
again. Think of the child !" 

"Oh, sink the child," the Manchester t^cer struck in. 
He bad seldom been so handled. "Think of yourself!" 

"Yon will send me to prison ?" ahe said. 
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"By heaven we willl" he answered. And Mr. 
Homy old nodded. 

"It mu8t be 80, then," she replied with dignity. "I 
shall not apeak. I have no right to speak." 

They all cried out on her, Bishop and Ur. Sutton ap- 
pealing to her, Nadin growling oaths, Mr. Homyold 
threatening that he would make out the warrant that 
minute. Only the landlady, with her apron rolled ronnd 
her arms, stood grim and silent ; a looker-on whose taci- 
turnity presently irritated I^l'adin begrond bearing. "I 
suppose you think," he said, turning to her, "that you 
could have handled her better ?" 

"I couldn't ha' handled her worsel" the landlady re- 
plied. 

"You think yourself a Solomwi I" he sneered. 

"A girl of ten's a Solomon to you !" the landlady re- 
torted keenly. "It canna be for this, it surely canna be 
for this, Joe Nadin, that they pay you money at Man- 
chester, and that 'tis said you go in risk of your life I 
Why, that Bishop, London chap as he is, is a greybeard 
beside you. He does know that Bluster is a good dog 
but Softly is better!" 

"Well, B& I live by bread I'll have her in the Stone 
Jug 1" he retorted. "And then we'll see 1" 

'"Hiere's another will see before you!" Mrs. Gilson 
answered drily. "And it strikes me h^a not far oft. 
If you'd left her alone for just an hour and seen what 
his honour Captain Clyne could do with her, you'd have 
shown your sense 1" shrugging her shoulders. "Now, I 
fear you've spoiled his market, my lad t" 




CHAPTEB XIX 
AT THE PAEM 

It was night, and the fire, the one generous tiling in 

the house-place at Starvecrow Farm, blazed fitfully ; east- 
ing its light now on Walterson's brooding face as he 
stooped over the heat, now on the huddled shnmlfen 
form that filled the farther side of the hearth. As the 
Sames rose and fell, the shadows of the two men danced 
whimsically behind them. At one moment they sprang 
up, darkening the whole smoke-grimed ceiling and seem- 
ing to menace the persons who gave them birth, at an- 
other they sank into mere hop-o'-my-thumbs, lurking in 
ambush behind the furniture. There was no other light 
in the room ; it was rarely the old skinflint suffered an- 
other. And to-night the shutters were closed and barred 
that even the reflection of the blaze might not be seen 
without and breed suspicion. 

The younger man's face, when the firelight rested on 
it, betrayed not only his present anxiety, but the deep 
lines of past fear and brooding. He was no longer 
spruce and neat and close-shaven ; he was no longer the 
dandy who had turned a feather-head — for there was 
little in this place to encourage cleanliness. Confine- 
ment and suspense had sharpened his features ; his eyes 
were harder and brighter than of old, and the shallow 
tenderness which had fooled Henrietta no longer floated 
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on their depths. A nervous impatience, a peevish irri- 
tability showed in his every movement; whether he 
raised his hand to sil^ce the old man's crooning, or fell 
again to biting Ms nails in moody depression. It v?fls 
bad enough to be confined in this squalid hole with an 
imbecile driveller, and to spend long hours without other 
company. It was worse to know that beyond its thresh- 
old the noose dangled, and the peril which he had so long 
and so cleverly evaded yawned for him. 

To do Walterson justice, it was not entirely for his 
own safety that he was concerned as he sat over the fire 
and listened — starting at the squeak of a mouse and find- 
ing in every sough of the wind the step of a friend or 
foe. He was a heartless man. He would not have scru- 
pled to ruin the innocent girl who trusted him: iiay, in 
thought and intention he had ruined her as he had 
ruined others. But he could not face without a shudder 
what might be happening at this mcnnent by the water- 
side. He could not picture without shame what, if the 
girl escaped there, would happm here; when they drag- 
ged her through the doorway, bound and gagged and at 
the mercy of tiie jealous vixen who dominated him. Se- 
cretly he was base enough to hope that wliat they did they 
would do in the darkness, and not terrify him with the 
sight of it. For if they brought her here, if they con- 
fronted him with her, how loathly a figure he must cut 
even in his own ^es I How poor and dastardly a thing 
he must seem in the eyes of the woman whose will he did 
and to whose vengeance he consented. 

The sweat rose on hia brow as he pondered this ; as he 
looked with terrified eyes at the door and fancied that the 
scene was already playing, that he saw her dragged into 
that vile place, that he met her look. Passionately he 
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wished — as ve all wish in like but smaller cases — ^tbat 
he hod nerer seen either of the vomea, that he had 
never played the fool, or that if he tnust play the fool he 
had chosen some other direction in which to escape with 
Henrietta. But wishing was nseless. Wishing would 
not remove him into safety or comfort, wonld not re- 
lieve him from the conseqaeqces of his misdeeds, would 
not convert the sknlking imbecile who faced him into 
decent company. And even while he indulged his re- 
gret, he heard the tread of men ontside, and he stood up. 
A moment later the signal, three knocks on the shutter, 
informed him that the crisis which be had been expect- 
ing and dreading, was come — ^was ccnne I 

Delay would not help him ; the old man, mowing and 
ehattering, was already on his feet. He went ia the door 
and with a hang-dog face opened it The Icmg bar which 
ran all its length into the wall was scarcely clear, whem 
a woman, swaddled to her eyes in a thick drugget ehawl, 
pushed in. It was Bess. After her came a tall man 
cloaked and booted, followed by two others of lower 
stature and meaner appearance. The last who entered 
bore something in his arms, a pack, a bundle — ^Walter- 
son, shuddering, could not see which. For as Bess with 
the same show of haste with which she had entered, b&- 
gan to secure the door against the cold blast, that blew 
the sparks in clouds up the chining, the cloaked man 
addressed him. 

"You're Walterson? Ah, to be sure, weVe met — once, 
I think. Well," he spoke in a harsh, per^nptory tone — 
j'yoa'U be good enough to note," he turned and pointed 
to the other men, "that I have nnnght to do with this I 
I've neither hand nor part in it I And I'll ask you to 
rthat" 
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Walterson, triOi a pallid face and aliTinlrittg qrea, 
lotted at the man vith tiie bimdle. 

"What is it?" he muttered hoarsely. "I dwi't tmder- 
stand." 

"Ob, stow this I" Bees cried, ttumng bmsqady frtxn 
the door whidi ahe had aecnred. " He gentleman is very 
grand and mighty," glm^ing her shonlderB, "hut the 
tiling is done now. And 111 warrant if good cornea of it 
he'll not be too proud to lake his share." 

"Not /, girl 1" flie tall man answered. "Not 1 1" 

He took off as he spoke his cloak and hat, and showed 
a tall, angular figure borne with military stdSness. His 
face was sallow and long, and his month wide; but the 
plaimiees or nglinees of his featm'es was redeemed by 
their power, and by the light of enthusiasm which was 
never long absent from his s(»nbre eyes. A kind of aloof- 
ness in speech and manner showed that he was in the 
habit of living among inferiors. And not cmly the men 
who came with him, but Walterson himsdf seemed in 
his presence of a meaner mould and smaller sort 

His two companicms were stout, short-built mea of a 
coarse type. But Walterson after a single glance, paid 
no heed to them. His eyes, his thoughts, his attention 
were all on the hnndla Yet, it was not possible, it could 
not be what he dreaded. It was too small, too small I 
And yet he shuddered. 

"What is it ?" he asked in uncertain accents. 

"The worth of a man's neck, may be," one of the two 
mengnmted. 

"Oh, curse your may-be^s I" the other who csiried the 
child struck in. **Ifs a smait bit of justice^ master, 
with no may-be about it 1 And came in our way just 
when we were teady lor it Lefs look at the kid." 
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«Thetid?» 

Waltetson r^)eated the voids, and opraed his mcmtii 
dnmb-foimded. He looked at Thistlewood. 

lie tall man, who was warming Ma back at the Src^ 
ahrugged his square shouldos. 

"I've naught to do with it I" he said. " Aak them I" 

"Don't you know what a kid is?" Giles, one of the 
two others, retorted, with a glance of contempt. "A 
kinchin I a yelperl It's Squire Clyne's, if you must 
know. Hell learn now what it is to see yonr children 
trodden under foot and your women-kind hashed and 
cut with sabres 1 He's ground the faces of the poor long 

enough t D- n him, he's as bad as Castlereagh, the 

devil I But, hallo 1" breaking off. "If I don't think, 
mate, yonVe squeezed his throat a bit too tight I" 

He had unwound tiie wrappings and disclosed the still 
and inanimate form of a boy about siz years old, but 
small for his age. Vie thin bloodless hands were 
clenched, the head hung back, the eiyes were half -closed ; 
and the tiny face showed so deathly white — among those 
tanned faces and in that grimy place — that it was not 
wonderful that tiie man fancied for a mommt that the 
child was dead. 

But, "Ifot II" the one who had carried it answered 
contemptuously. "Ifs swooned, like enough. And Pd 
to stop it shrieking, hadn't I ? Let the lass look to it" 

Bess took it but reluctantly — ^with an ill grace and no 
look of t^demese or pity. She was of those womai who 
love no children but their own, and sometimes do not 
love their own. While she sprinkled water on the poor 
little face and rubbed the small hands, Walterson found 
his voice. 

"What folly— what coised folly is this?" he cried, his 
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TordB vibrating with rage. "What have we to do with 

the child or your vengeaDce, or this d d folly — ^that 

yon shonld bring the hunt upon ns? We were Bong 
here." 

"And ain't we snag now?" Lunt, the man who had 
carried the child, asked. 

"SnngP We'll be snug b^iind baxa in twenty- 
four hours !" Walterson rejoined, his voice rising 
almost to a ecreain, "if that child is Squire Clyne's 
child I" . 

" Oh, he's that right enough, master," Qiles, (he other 
man, struck in. A kind of ferocious irony was natural to 

"Then youTl have the whole conntry on ns before noon 
to-morrow I" Waltrawm retorted. "I tell you hell follow 
you and track you and find you, if he follows you to 
hell's gate I I know the man." 

"So do I," said lliiatlewood coolly. "And I say the 
same." 

"Yet," Qiles retorted impudently, "you've got a neck 
as well as another." 

"Yon can leave my neck oat of the question," "niistle- 
wood replied. "And me I" And he turned his back on 
them contemptuously. 

"Wdl, you've got a neck," Giles answered, addressing 
Walterson, who waa almost hysterical with rage. "And 
I suppose you have some care for it, if he has none I" 
with a gesture of the thumb in 'Hiistlewood'B direction. 
"You'd as soon as not, keep your neck unstretched, I 
suppose?" 

"Sooner," Bess said, flinging a glance of contempt at 
hCT lovCT. "Here, let me teach him," she continaed 
bluntly; the child had began to murmur in a low, pain- 
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ful note. " They came on the kid by chance and snatched 
it, and we've pat ten miles of water between the place 
and US." 

"And enow on the gronnd I" Walterson retorted, point- 
ing to the thin powder that still lay white in the folds 
of her shawl. 

"We came tip throng the wood," she answered. 
" Tmet ns for that I But that* a not the point The point 
ifl, that your pink-and-whlte fancy-girl never came. She'd 
more sense than I thought she had. But you were wil- 
ling to snatch her, my lad. And why is the risk greater 
with ae child?" 

"But " 

"Ifs less," the girl continued, before he could put his 
objection into words. "Ifs less, I tell you, for the 
child's more easily tacked away. I've a place we can put 
it, where they'll not find it if they search for a twelve- 
month 1" 

"TheyTl soon search here," he said sullenly. "Itere'a 
not a house they'll not search if they trace the boat. 
Kor a bothy on the hills." 

"May be," she answered confidently. "But when they 
search you'll not be here, nor the kid. Nor in a bothy I" 

"If you are going to trust Tyson " 

"You leave that to me," ^e replied, bending her 
brows. 

But he was not to be ailesced. 

"He'll sell you 1" he cried. "HeTl sdl youl HeTl 
give you fair words and you think you can fool him. 
But when he comes to know there's a reward out, and 
what hell suffer if he is found hiding us, and when he 
knows that all the country is up — and for this child 
they'd hang us on the nearest tree~te'U give ns up and 
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joD too. Ukri^ joq do flunk jaa Iute bevHdwd him. 
And to I tdl aU bere!" be added paaskmAtel;. 

WiQi s dark look, "Stow h, m; tad," abe said, as he 
pawed for want of breath. "And leate Tjaan. to me." 

But tiw moi who had listened to the dd»te lot^d 
eomething Btartled. Tbey gjanced at one ano&er, and 
at last ThisUerood spoka. 

"Ig this Tjma," he aaked, "the man at wboaa honae 
jaa Bald we shonld be better than ber^ my giri?^ 

"That's him," Bess answoed curtly. 

"Well, it seems to me Ibat ;oa oo^it to teQ ns a, bit 
more. I dm't want to be aold." 

"I am of that way of thinHng myself, captain," Limt 
growled. "If the man has no finger between the jamb 
and Am door, yon can't be snre Ibat be w<Hi't shot it 
'So, cnrse me, yon can't I 'Hiere's other Olivers beddes 
him who has sold a round dozen of as to GoTemment. 
Ill slit the throat of the first police spy that ciHnes in 
my way I" 

"And yet yon tmst me I" the girl flung at bim, her 
eyes BComfoL lb her tbey all, aU seemed cowards. 

"Ay, but you are a woman,'* Giles answered. "And 
ibaa^ I'm not saying th^^s no Polly Peachnms, I've 
not oMne across them. Treat a maid fair and shell treat 
yon fair, thaf a the common way of it. Shell not stretch 
yon, for anything short of another wench. Bnt a man t 
He's here and there and nowhere." 

""niafs jnst where thia man is," she answoed cortly. 

"Where?" 

"Nowhere." 

"What do yon mean?" 

"He's eat his lucky. He's gone to Carlisle to see his 
brother and keep bis skin safe — for a week. He's like a 
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good many more I know," with a glance which embraced 
ereiy man in ttie room: "willing to eat bat afraid to 
bite." 

"But he bae left bis house?" 

"Tbaf 8 it." 

"And who's in it?" 

"His wife, no one else. And she's bedridden wiUi a 
babby, seven days old." 

"What I And no woman with her ?" 

"lliere was," Bess answered, "but there isn't I quar- 
relled with the serring-lass this afternoon, and at sunset 
to-day she was to go. If she comes back to-morrow 1*11 
send her packing with a flea in her earl" 

"But who " 

"Gave me leave to send her?" defiantly. "He did." 

lliiBtlewood smiled. 

"And the wife?" he asked. "WbatTl shesay?" 

"Say? She'd not say boh to a goose if it hissed at 
her!" Bees answered contemptuously. "She's a pal^ 
fat caterpillar, afraid of her own shadow 1 Shell whine 
a bit, for she don't love me — ^thinks I'll poison her some 
fine day for the sake of her man. But she's upstairs and 
there's no one, bat nor ben, to hear her whine; and at 
daybreak 111 be there, tending her. Isn't it the natural 
thing," and she smiled darkly, "with this the nearest 
bouse ?" 

"Cnrse me, bnt you're a clever lass I" Giles cried. And 
even Thistlewood seemed to feel no pity for the poor 
woman, left helpless with her babe. "I don't know," 
the ruffian continued, "that I'm not almost afraid of yon 
myself I" 

" And yon tiiink that house vrill not be searched ?" 

"Why should it be searched?" Bess answered. "1^- 
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son's well knoTn. And if they do search it," she contiii- 
aed confidently, "there's a place — ^if s not of the bri^t- 
eet, bnt if U do, and jou must lie there days — that they'll 
not find if they search till Doomsday 1" 

Walterson alone eyed her gloomily. 

"And what is the child in this ?" he said. 

"Hie kid, my lad? Why, everything. Yon fine gen- 
tlemen can't stay here for ever, and when yon go north 
or south or east or west, the kidll stay here nntil you're 
safe. And if yon don't come safe, he's a card yonll be 
glad to have the use of to clear your necks, my lads I" 

Thistlewood turned on his heel again. 

"I'll none of it," he said, dark and haughty. "Ifs 
no gentleman's game, this 1" 

"Gentleman be hanged I" cried Giles, and Lnnt echoed 
him. "Do yon call" — ^with temper — "what you were for 
this morning a gentleman's game? Do you call killing a 
dozen unarmed men round a dinner-table a g^tleman's 
game?" 

"It's OUT lives against theirs!" l^stlewood answered 
with a sombre glance. "And the odds with them, and a 
rope if we fail I Wrong breeds wrong," he continued, his 
voice rising — as if already he spoke in his defaice. 
"Did they wait until we were armed before they rode ns 
down at Manchester ? or at Paisley P or at Glaagow ? No t 
And, I say, they must be removed, no matter how. They 
must be removed 1 They are the head and front of of- 
fence, the head and front of this damnable system under 
which no man that's worth ten pounds does wrong, and 
no poor man does right 1 From King to tradesman they 
stand together. But kill a dozen at the top, and you 
stop the machine I You terri^ the traders that find the 
mone^ I You bring over t« our aide all that is timid and 
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fearfnl and tonA of ease — and that's nine parte of the 
conntry I For myself," extending his arms in a geetuie 
of menace, "I'd as soon cut the throats of Castlereagh 
and LiTerpool and Hairowby as I'd cut the throats of so 
many calves ! And sooner, by G — d ! Sooner I But 
for messing with children I'll none of it I I've said my 
say." And he turned again to the fire. 

Th6 girl, as he stirred the logs with his boot-heel, eyed 
him strangely; and in her heart she approved not his 
arguments, bat his courage. Here was what she had 
sighed for — a man I Here was what she thought that she 
had found in Walterson — a man ! And Walterson him- 
self approved in his heart; and envied the strong man 
who dared to speak out where he with hia life at stake 
dared not. The thing was cruel, waa dastardly. But 
then — it might save hia neck ! For the othra^ they were 
too low, too brtitiBh to be much moved by Thistlewood's 
words. 

"Ah, but we've got necks as well as you I" Oiles mut- 
tered. "And if we risk 'em to please you, we'll save 'em 
the way we please I" 

Then, "Look at the kid!" Lunt muttered. "He's 
hearing too much, and picking it up. Stow it for now I" 

The girl turned to the child which she had laid on the 
bed. lliistlewood had knocked the fire together, and the 
blaze, passing by him, fell upon the wideopen eyes that 
from the bed regarded the scene with a look of silent 
terror, a look that seemed iincanny to more than one. 
Had the boy wept or screamed, or cried for help, had it 
given way to childish panic and tried to fiee, they had 
thought nothing of it. Hiey had twitched it back, 
hushed it by blow or threat, and cursed it for a nuisance. 
But this passive terror, this self-restraint at so tender an 
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age, struck the men a« mmatora,!, and taken Tith Ha 
gmall el£sh features &w<^e qnaJms in the more Bapersti- 

"Corse the child I" said one, staring at it "I think 
ifs bewitched I" 

"See if it will eat," said another. "Bewitched chil- 
dren never eat." 

Some bread was fetched and milk pat to it — ^though 
Bees set nothing by such notions — and, "Yon eat that, 
do you hear ! " Uie girl said. " Or well give you to that 
old man there," pointing with an undutifnl finger to the 
squalid figure of the old miser. "And he'll take yon to 
his bogey-hole I" 

TbQ child shook pitifolly, and the fear iu its e^ 
deepened as it regarded the loathsome old man. With a 
ugh that seemed to rend the little heart, it took the inm 
spoon, and strove to swallow. Tlie ^toon tinkled vio- 
lently against the bowl. 

"I'll manage him," Bess said with a look of triumph. 
"You will see, I'll have hiTn so in two days that hell not 
dare to say who he is, if they do find him! You leave 
him to me, and I'll sort the little imp !" 

Perhaps the child knew that he had fallen among his 
&ther's enemies. Perhaps he knew only that in a sec- 
ond his world was overset and he cast on the mert^ of 
the ogres he saw about him. As he looked fearfully 
roiind the gloomy, fire-lit room with its lights and black 
shadows, a single large tear rolled from each eye and fell 
into the coarse earthen-ware bowl. And for an instant 
he seemed about to choke. Then he went on eating. 
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'Anthokt CliTiiE had made no mooii, bat, both in bis 
pride and bis better feelings, be had suffered more than 
the vorld tbongbt throogb Henrietta's elopement. He 
vas not in love with the girl whom he had dioeea for hia 
second vife and the mother of bis motherless child. Bnt 
no man likes to be jilted. No man, even the man least 
in love, can bear with indifference or without mortifica- 
tion the alnr which the woman's de8erti(»i casts on him. 
At best there are invitations to be cancelled, and senrants 
to be informed, and plans to be altered; the cond(rf»ices 
of some and the smiles of others are to be faced. And 
many troubles and much bitterness. The very boy, the 
apple of his eye and-the core of bis heart, had to be told 
— something. 

And Anthony Clyne was proud. No man in Lan- 
cashire set more by his birth and station, or had a 
stronger sense of bis personal dignity; so that in do- 
ing all these things he suffered. He suffered much. 
Nor did it ^id with that His own world knew him, and 
took care not to provoke bJTn by a tactless word or an in- 
quisitive question. But the operatives in his neighbour- 
hood, who hated him and feared him, and thanked Qod 
for anght that hurt him, gibed him openly. Taunts and 
jests were flung after him in the streets of Manchester; 
and meu whose sweethearts had been flung down <a 
roughly used on the day of Peterloo inquired tftex his 
sweetheart as he passed before the mills. 




220 PROOF FosrnvB 

But he made no sign. And no one dreamed that the 
suffering w^ farther than the man's pride, or touched 
his heart. Yet it did. Not that he loved the girl; but 
becanse she was of hie race, and because her own branch 
of tbe family cast her off, and because the man with 
whom she had fled could do nothing to protect her from 
the consequences of her folly. For theee reasons — and a 
little because of a secret nobili^ in his own character — 
he Buffered vicariously; he felt himself responsible for 
her. And the responsibility seemed more heavy after 
he had seen her ; after he had borne away from Winder- 
mere the picture of the girl left pale and proud and 
lonely by the lake side^ 

For her figure haunted him. It rose betcHre him in 
the most tronblesome fashion and at the moat improper 
times ; at sessions when he sat among his peers, or at his 
dinnra-table in the middle of a tirade against the radi- 
cals and Cobbett' It touched him in the least expected 
and most tender points; awaking the strongest doubts 
of himself, and his conduct, and his wisdom that he had 
ever entertained. It barbed the dart of "It might have 
been" with the rankling suspicion that he had himself 
to thank for failure. And where at first he had said in 
his haste that she deserved two dozen, he now remem- 
bered her defence, and added gloomily, "Or II Or I !" 
The thought of her fate — as of a thing for which he was 
responsible — ^thrust itself upon him in season and out of 
season. He could not put her out of his mind, be could 
not refrain from dwelling on her. And thinking in this 
way he grew every day less content with the scheme of 
life which he had framed for her in his first contempt 
for her. The notion of her union with Mr. Sutton, good, 
worthy man aa he deemed the chaplain, now jarred on 
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him nnpleaBantly. And more ami more the scheme 
showed itself in soother light than that in which he had 
Sxtst viewed it. 

Such WBB his state of mind, unsettled if not unhappy, 
and harassed if not remorBeful, when a second thunder- 
clap burst above his head, and in a mcmient destroyed 
even the memory of these minor troubles. He loved bis 
child with the lore of the proud and lonely man who 
loves more jealously where others pity, and clings more 
closdy where others look askance. A fig for their pity I 
he cried in his heart. He would so rear his child, he 
would so cherish him, he would so foster bis mind, that 
in spite of bodily defect this latest of the Clyues should 
be also the greatest And while he foresaw this future in 
the child and loved him for the hope, he loved him im- 
measurably more for his weakness, his helplessness, his 
frailty in the present. All that was strong in the man 
of firm will and stiff prejudice went out to the child in a 
passionate yearmng to protect it; to shield it from un- 
friradly looks, ev^i from pi^; to cover it from the 
storms of the world and of life. 

Personally a brave man Clyne feared nothing for him- 
self. The hatred in which he was held by a certain class 
came to his ears from time to time in threatening mur- 
murs, but though those who knew best were loudest in 
warning, he paid no heed. He continued to do what he 
held to be his du^. Yet if anything had had power to 
turn him from Ms path it had been fear on hie son's 
account; it had been the very, very small share which 
the boy must take in his peril. And so, at the first hint 
he had removed the child from the zone of trouble, and 
sent him to a place which he fancied safe; a place which 
the boy loved, and in the <]uiet of which health as well 
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88 safety might be gained. If tiie name of Clyne wm 
hated where spindles whirled and ehatUes flew, and men 
lived their lives nnder a pall of black smoke, it was loved 
in Cartmel b; former and shepherd alike; and not less 
by the rude charcoal-bnmers who plied their craft in the 
depths of the woods about Staveley and Bronghton in 
FnmesB. 

On that side he thought himself secure. And bo the 
blow fell with all tiie force of the onexpected. The sum- 
mons of the panic-stricken servants found him in hia 
bed ; and it was a man who hardly contained himself, 
who hardly contained his fury and his threats, who with- 
out breaking his fast rode north. It was a hard-faced, 
stem man who crossed the sands at Cartmel at great risk 
— but he had known them all his life — and won at Car- 
ter's Green the first spark of comfort and hope which he 
had had since risiog. Nadin was before him. Nadin 
waa in pursuit, — Nadin, by whom all that was Tory in 
Lancashire swore. Surely an accident so opporinme, a 
stroke of mercy and providence so unlikely — for the odda 
against iho officer's presence were immense — could not 
be unmeant, could not be for nothing I It seemed, it 
must be of good augury I But when Clyne reached his 
house in Cartmel, and the terrified nurse who knew 
the depth of his love for the boy grovelled before him, 
the household had no added hope to give him, no news 
or clue. And he could but go forward. His horse was 
spent, but they brought him a tenant's colt, and after 
eating a few mouthfuls he pressed on up the lake side to- 
wards Bownese, attended by a handful of farmers' scois 
who had not followed on the first alarm. 

Even now, hours after the awakraiing, and when any 
moment might end his suspense, any turn in the road 
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bring him face to face with the issue — good or bad, joy 
or sorrow — he dared not think of the child. He dared 
not let hia mind run on its fear or ite Buffering, its ter- 
rors in the yillains' hands, or the hardships which its 
helpleseneea might bring upon it. To do so were to try 
hie sedf-control too far. And so he thought the more of 
&e men, the more of vengeance, the more of the hour 
which wonld see him face to face with them, and see 
them face to face with punishmenL He rejoiced to 
tbinlc tiiat abduction was one of the two hundred 
crimes which were ptmieliable with death: and he 
swore that if he devoted his life to the capture of these 
wretches tb^ should be taken. And wh^i taken, when 
the; had 'been dealt with by judge and jury, th^ should 
be hanged without benefit of clergy. There should be 
no talk of respite. His services to the party had earned 
so much as that — even in these days when radicals were 
listened to over much, and fanatics like Wolseley and 
Burdett flung their wealth into the wrong scale. 

At Bowness there was no news except a word from 
Nadin bidding him ride on. -And without alighting he 
pressed on, sternly silent, but with eyes that tirelessly 
searched the bleak, bare fells for some movement, some 
hint of flight or chase. He topped the hill b^ond Bow- 
ness, and drew rein an instant to scan the islets set here 
and there on the sullen water. Then, after marking 
carefully the three or four boats which were afloat, he 
trotted down through Calgarth woods. And on turning 
the comer that revealed the long gabled house at the Low 
Wood landing he had a gleam of hope. Here at last was 
something, some stir, eorae adequate movement. In the 
road were a number of men, twenty or thirty, on foot or 
horseback. A few were standing, others were moving to 
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and fro. Half of ihem carried Brown Beesee, blunder- 
busses, or old horse-pistols, and three or four were girt 
with anci^it swords logged for the purpose from bacon- 
rack or oak chest The horses of the men matched as iU 
as their arms, being of all heists and all d^rees of 
ehagginesB, and some riders had one spur, and some 
none. But the troop meant business, it was clear, and 
Anthony dyne's heart went out to th^a in gratitude. 
Hitherto he had ridden through a country-side heedless 
or ignorant' of his loss, and of what was afoot; and the 
tardy intelligence, the slow answer, had tried him sorely. 
Here at last was an end of that As the honest dales- 
men, gathered before the inn, hauled their hard-mouthed 
beasts to the edge of the road to make way for him, and 
doffed their hats in silent sympathy, he thanked them 
with his eyes. 

In spite of his empty sleeve he waa off his horse in a 
moment. 

"Have they learned anything?" be asked, his voice 
harah with suppressed emotion. 

Tlie nearest man b^an to explain in the alow north- 
ern fashion, "No, not as yet your honour. But we 
shall, no doubt i' good tima We know that they landed 
here in a boat" 

"Ay, your honour, have no fear!" cried a second. 
"Well get him back!" 

And then Nadin came out. 

"This way, if you please, Squire," he said, touching 
his arm and leading him aside. "We are just starting to 

scour the hills, but " he broke off and did not say any 

more until he had drawn Clyne out of earshot. 

Then, "Ifs certain that they landed here," he said, 
turning and facing him. "We know that^ Squire. A nd 
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I fam^ that they are not far away. T^ie holt is some- 
where near, for it is here we lost the other fox. I'm 
pretty sure that if we search the hills for a few hours 
weTl light on them. But thafs the long way. And 
damme I" v^emently, "there's a short way if we are 
men and not mic&" 

Clyne's eyes gleamed. 

"A short way?" he mattered. In spite of Nadin's 
zeal the Manchester officer's manner had more thsn once 
disgusted his patron. It had far from that effect now. 
lie man might swear and welcome, be familiar, be what 
he pleased, if he would also act I If he would recover the 
child from the cruel hands that held it I His very blunt- 
ness and burliness and snfficiraicy gave hope. "A short 
way?" Clyne repeated. 

Kadin struck his great fist into the other palm. 

"Ay, a short way I" he answered. "There's a witness 
here can tell os all we want if she will but speak. I am 
j'uat from her. A woman who knows and can set us on 
the track if she chooses 1 ' And we'll have but to ride to 
covert and take the fox." 

Clyne laid his hand on the other's arm. 

"Do you mean," he asked huskily, struggling to keep 
hope vrithin bounds, "that there is some one here — who 
knows where they are?" 

"I do I" Kadin answered with an oath. "And knows 
where the child is. But she'll not apeak.'' 

"Not speak?" 

"No, she'll not tdl. It's the young lady yon were here 
about before, Squire, to be frank with you." 

"Miss Darner?" in a tone of astonishment. 

"Ay, Squire, shel" Nadin replied. "She! And the 
young madam knows, d ^n her I Ifs all one biisi- 
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nesB, yoa ma; take it fioni me! Ifs all tme gangt 
She was at the place where they landed after daric last 
night." ♦ 

"ImpoBsible!" Clyne cried. Imposaiblel I cannot be- 
lieve yoB." 

"Ay, but she was. She let herself down from a win- 
dow when the house had gone to bed that she might get 
there. Ay, Squire, yon may look, bnt she did. She did 
not meet them ; she was too soon or too late, we don't 
know which. But she was there^ as sure as I am here ! 
And I suspect — ^though Bishop, who is a bit of a softy, 
like most of those London men, doesn't agree — that she 
was in the thing from the beginning. Squire I And plan- 
ned it, may be, but you'd be the best judge of that Any 
way, we are agreed that she knows now. That is clear 
as daylight!" 

"Knows, and will not tell?** Clyne cried. Such con- 
duct seemed too monstrouB, too wicked to the man who 
had strained every nerve to reach his child, who bad rid- 
den in terror for hours, trembling at the passage of every 
minute, grudging the loss of every second. "Knows, 
and will not tell I" he repeated. "Impossible!" 

"Ifs not impoeaible. Squire," Nadin answered. "We're 
clear on it. We're all clear on it" 

"That she knows whrae the diild is?" incredulously. 
"Where they are keeping it?" 

"Thafs it" 

"And will not say?" 

Nadin grinned. 

"Not for us," he said, ahrugging his should^v. "She 
may for you- But she is stubborn as a mule. I can't 
say worse than that Stubborn as a mule^ Squire !" 

Clyne raised his hand to hide the twitcMng nostril. 
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the qnivmiig lip that betrayed his agitafitm. Bat the 
hand shook. He conld not yet belieTe that she was privy 
to this wickedneas. But — but if she only knew it now 
and kept her knowledge to herself — she was, he daied 
not think what she was. A gust of passion took him at 
the thought, and whitened his face to the very lips. He 
had to tnm away that the coarse-grained, nnderbred 
man beside bim might not see too much. And a few 
seconds went by before he could command his voice suffi- 
ciently to ask Nadin what evidence he had of this — tiiis 
monatrons charge. "How do you know — I want to be 
clear — how do you know," he asked, sternly meeting his 
eyes, "that she left the house last ni^t to meet them? 
That she was there to meet them ? Have you evidence?" 
'He could not believe that a woman of his class, of his 
race, woold do this thing. 

"Evidence?" Kadin answered coolly. "Plenty I" And 
he told the story of the foot-prints, and of Mr. Sutton's 
experiences in the night; and added that one of the 
child's woolloi mits had been foond between the bottom^ 
boards of a boat beached at that spot — a boat which bore 
signs of recait use. "If yon are not satisfied and would 
like to see his reverence," he continued, "and queeti(«i 
him before you see her — shall I send him to you?" 

"Ay, send him," Clyne said with an effort- He had 
been incredulooB, but the evidence seined overwhehn- 
ing. Yet he struggled, he tried to disbelieve. Not be- 
cause his thoughts still held any tenderness for the girl, 
or he retained any remnant of the troublesome feeling 
&at had haunted him ; for the shock of the child's ab< 
duction had drivoi such small emotions from his mind. 
But witii the country rising about him, amid this gather^ 
ing of men npon whom he had no claim, but who asked 
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nothing better than to be brought face to face with the 
authors of the outrage — with these proofs of public sym- 
pathy before his eyes it seemed impossible that a woman^ 
a girl^ should wantonly set herself on the other side, and 
shield the criminals. It seemed impossible. But then, 
when the first news of her elopement with an unknown 
stranger had reached him, he had thought that impossi- 
ble I Yet it had turned out to be true, and less than the 
fact; since the man was not only beneath her, but a 
radical and a villain I 

"But I will see Sutton,*' he muttered, striving to 
hold his rage in check. "I will see Sutton. Perhaps he 
may be able to explain. Perhaps he may be able to put 
another face on the matter.'^ 

The chaplain would fain have done so; more out of a 
generous pity for the unfortunate girl than out of any 
lingering hope of ingratiating himself with her. But he 
did not know what to say, except that though she had 
gone to the rendezvous she had not seen nor met any one. 
He laid stress on that, for he had nothing else to plead. 
But he had to allow that her purpose had been to meet 
some one; aad at the weak attempt to excuse her Clyne's 
rage broke forth. 

" She is shameless 1" he cried. " Shameless ! Can you 
say after this that she has given up all dealings with her 
lover? Though she passed her word and knows him for 
a married man?" 

The chaplain shook his head. 

"I cannot," he said sorrowfully. 'T cannot say that 
But " 

" She gave her word ! To me. To others." 

"laUowit But ^> 

"But what? What?" with hardly restrained rage. 
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"Will you still, sir, take her side against the innocent? 
Against the child, whom she has conspired to entrap, to 
carry off, perhaps to murder?" 

"Oh, no, no!" Mr. Sutton cried in unfeigned horror. 
"That I do not believe I I do not believe that for an in- 
stant I I allow, I admit," he continued eagerly, "that 
she haa been weak, and that she has madly, foolishly 
permitted this wretch to retain a hold over her." 

"At any rate," Clyne retorted, his rage at a white 
heat, "she has lied to me I" 

"I admit it." 

"And to others I" 

The chaplain could only hold out his hands in depre- 
cation. 

"You wiE admit that she has continued to communi- 
cate vith a man she should loathe? A man whom, if 
she were a modest girl, she would loathe? That she has 
stolen to midnight interviews with him, leaving this 
house as a thief leaves it ? That she has cast all modest? 
from her ?" 

"Do not, do not be too bard on her I" Sntttm cried, 
his face flushing hotiy. "Captain Clyne, I beg — I beg 
you to be merciful." 

"It is she who is hard on herself 1 But have no fear," 
Clyne continued, in a voice cold as the winter fells and 
as pitiless. "I shall give her fifteen minutes to come to 
her senses and behave herself — not as a decent woman, 
I no longer ask tiiat, but as a woman, any woman, the 
lowest, would behave herself, to save a child's life. And 
if she behaves herself — well. And if not, sir, it is not 
I who wCl punish her, but the law !" 

"She will speak," the chaplain said. "I think she 
vriU speak — for you." 
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He was deeply and honestly ccmceined for the girl: 
and full of pity for her^ though he did not nndeistand 
her. 

"But— euppoee I saw her firet?" he Biiggested. "Joat 
for a fev ininat«6? I cotdd explain." 

"Kothing that I cannot," Captain Clyne ansvered 
grimly. "And for a few minutes 1 Do you not con- 
sider," with a look of suspicion, "that there has been 
delay enough already ? And too much 1 Fifteen min- 
utes," with a recurrence of the bitter laugh, "she shall 
have, and not one minute more, if she were my sister 1" 

Mr. Sutton's face turned red again. 

"Bemember, sir," he said bravely, "that she was going 
to be your wife." 

"I do remember it I" Clyne retorted with a withering 
glance. "And thank God for His mercy." 




CHAPTER XXI 



Nadik and the others had not left her more than im. 
minntee when Henrietta heard Mb voice nnder the win- 
dov. She was stall flushed and heated, sore with the 
things which they had said to ber, bruised and battered 
by their vulgarity and blaster. Indignation still biuned 
in her; and astanishmeut that i^ey conld not see the 
case as she saw it. The argument in her own mind waa 
clear. Iley mnat prove that Walterson had committed 
this new crime, they must prove that if she betrayed the 
man she woold save the child — and she would epeak. 
Or she would speak if they would undertake to release 
the man were he not guilty. But short of that, no. She 
would not turn informer against him, whom she had 
chosen in her folly— except to save life. What could be 
more clear, what more fair, what more logical ? And 
was it not monstrous to ask anything beyond this? 

She had wrought herself in truth to an almost hys- 
terical stnhbomness on the point. The romantic b^it 
that had led ber to the verge of ruin still inclined her 
feelings. Yet when she heard the father's step approach- 
ing along the passage, she trembled. She gazed in terror 
at the door. The prospect of the father's tears, the 
father's supplication, shook her. She had to say to her- 
self, "I must not tell, I must not I I must not I" as if 
the repetition of the words would strengthen her nnder 
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the torture of his appeal. And when he entered, in the 
fear of what he might say she waa before him. She did 
not look at him, or heed what meesage his face con- 
veyed — or she had been frozen into silence But in a 
panic she rushed on the subject. 

"I am Borry, oh, I am so eorry!" she cried, tears in 
her voice. "I would do it, if I could, I would indeed. 
But I cannot," distresef ully, " I must not I And I beg 
you to spare me your reproaches." 

"I have none to make to you," he said. 

It was his tone, rather than his words, which cut her 
like a whip. 

"None!" she cried. "Ah, but you blame me? I am 
BUre you do." 

"I do not blame you," he replied in the same cold 
tone. "My business here has nothing to do with re- 
proaches or with blam& I give you fifteen minutes to 
tell me what you know, and all you know, of the man 
Waltereon's whereabouts. That told, I have no more to 
Bay to you." 

She looked at him as one thunderstruck. 

"And if I do not do that," she murmured, "within 
fifteen minutes ? If I do not tell you ?" 

"You will go to Appleby gaol," he said, in the same 
passionless tone. "To herd with your like, with such 
women as may be there." He laid his watch on the 
table, beside hia whip and glove ; and be looked not at 
her, but at it. 

"And you? You will send me?" she answered. 

"I?" he replied slowly. "'No, I shall merely undo 
what I did before. My coming last time saved you from 
the fate which your taste for low company had earned. 
This time I stand aside and the result will be the same 
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as if I bad never come. There is, let me remind you, s 
minute gone." 

She looked at him, her face coloarlese, but her eyes 
nndatmted. But the look was wasted, for he looked only 
at his watch. 

"You are come, tiien," she said, her voice shaking a 
little, "not to reproach me, but to insult me I To out- 
rage me !" 

"I have no thought of yon," he answered. 

The words, the tone, lashed her in the face. Her nos- 
trils quivered. 

"You think only of your child I" she cried. 

"That, is all," he answered. And then in tiie same 
passionless tone, "Do not waste time." 

■"Do not " 

"Do not vraste time!" he repeated. "That is all I 
have to say to you." 

She stood as one stunned ; dazed by his treatment of 
her ; shakea to the soul by his relentless, pitiless tone, by 
his thinly vdled hatred. 

He who had before been cold, precise and juat was 
become inhuman, implacable, a stone. Presently, "l^ree 
minutes are gone," he said. 

"And if I tell you?" she answered in a voice which, 
though low, vibrated with resentment and indignation, 
"if I tell you what you wish to know, what then?" 

"I shall save the child — I trust Certainly I shall 
save him from further suffering." 

"And what of me?" 

"You will escape for this time." 

Her breast heaved with the passion she restrained. 
Her foot tapped the fioor. Her fingers drummed on the 
table. Such treatment was not fit treatm»it for a dog. 
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mndi leas for a, vonum, a geDtleromui 1 And his injna- 
tlcel How dared he I How dared he I What had she 
dcme to deserve it? Nothing! No, nothing to deserve 
this. 

Meanwhile he Beemed to have c^ only for his watch, 
laid open on the table before him. But he noted the 
eigne, and be fancied that she was about to break down, 
that ehe was yielding, that in a moment she would fall 
to weeping, perhaps would fall on her knees — and tell 
him all. A faint surprise, therefore, pierced his pitiless 
compoeure when, after the lapse of & long minnte, she 
epoke in a tone that was comparatiTely calm and de- 
cided. 

"You have forgotten," ehe said slowly, "that I am of 
yoor blood I ^lat I was to be yonr wife 1" 

"It was you who forgot that!" he replied. 

She had her riposte ready. 

"And wisely !" she answered, "and wisely I How wisely 
yon have proved to me to-day — ^yon," — ^with ecom equal 
to his own — "who are willing to sacrifice me, a helpless 
woman, on the mere chance oi saving your child I Who 
are willing to send me, a woman of yonr blood, to prison 
and to shame, to herd — ^yon have said it yourself — ^with 
such vile women as prisons hold I And that on the mere 
chance of saving yonr son I For shame, Ci^tain Clyne, 
for shame !" 

"Yon are wasting time," he answered. "Yon have 
eight minutes." 

"Yon are determined that I shall go7" 

"Or speak." 

"Will yon not hear," she asked slowly, "what I have 
to say on my side P What reason I have ior not speak- 
ing? .What excuse? What ezt^nation of my ctmduct?" 
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"No," ha replied. "Yonr reasons for speakdng or not 
apeaklDg, yonr conduct or miscondnct, ore notliiiig to 
me. I am tliinkiog of my child." 

"And not at all of me?" 

"No." 

"Yet listen," she said, witii something approaching 
menace in her tone, "for you vill think of me I You 
will think of me— presently ! When it is too late. Cap- 
tain Clyne, you will remember that I etood before yon, 
that I was alone and helpless, and yon would not hear 
my reasons nor my excuses. You will rem^nber that I 
was a girl, abandoned by all, left alone among strangers 
and spies, without friend or adviser." 

"I," he said, coldly interrupting her, "was willing to 
advise you. But you took your own path. You know 
that" 

"I know," she retorted with sadden passion, "that yon 
were willing to insnlt me I That you were willing to set 
me, because I had committed an act of folly, as low as 
Qk lowesti So tow that all men were the same to me ! 
So low that I might be handed like a carter's daughter 
who had misb^aved herself, to the first man who was 
willing to cover her disgrace. That I that was your way 
of helping me and advising me I" 

"In two minutes," he said in measured accents, "the 
time vrill be up I" 

He appeared to be quite unmoved by her reproaches. 
His maimer was as cold, as repellant, as harsh as ever. 
But he was not so entirely untouched by her appeal as 
he wished her to think. For the time, indeed, his heart 
was numbed by anxiety, his breast was rendered irsensi- 
ble by the grip of suspense. But the barbed arrows of 
her reproaches stock and remained. And presently the 
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woonds would smart and rankle, troubling Ha con- 
science, if not his heart It is poBsible that he had already 
a enspicion of this. If bo, it only deepened hie rage and 
his hostility. 

With the same pitiless composure, he repeated : 
"In two minutes. There is still time, but no more 
than time." 
"Yon hare told me that yon do not wish to hear my 



"Fot ailence? I do not" 

"They will not turn you," her voice shoot under the 
maddening Bense of his injustice, "whatever th^ are?" 

"No," he answered, "they will not And having said 
that I have said all that I propose to say." 

"Yon condemn me unheard ?" 

"I condemn you? No, the law will cond^nn you, if 
you are condemned." 

"Then I, too," she answered, with a beating heart — 
for indignation almost choked her — "have said all that 
I propose to say. All !" 

"ITiinlc 1 Think, girl I" he cried. 

She was silrat 

He closed his watch with a sharp, clicking sound, and 
put it in his fob. 

"You will not speak?" he said. 

"Nol" 

Then passion, long restrained, long kept under, bw^ 
him away. He took a stride forward, and before she 
guessed what he would be at, he had seized her wrist, 
gripping it cruelly. 

"But you shall t — yon shall 1" he cried. Hie face full 
of passion was close to hers, he pressed her a pace back- 
wards. "Yon vixen ! Speak now 1" he cried. "Speak 1" 
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"Let me go !" she cried. 

"Speak or I will force it from yon. Where is he?" 

"I will never speak !" she panted, BtniggUng with him, 
and trying to snatch her arm from him. "I will never 
speak ! You coward ! Let me go 1" 

" Speak or I will break your wrist," he hissed. 
' He waa hurting her horribly. 

But, "Never! Never! Never!" She shrieked the 
word at him, her face white with rage and pun, her eyes 
blazing. "Never, you coward. Yon coward I Let me 
go!" 

He let her go then — too late remembering himself. 
He stepped back. Breathing hard, she leant against the 
table, and nursed her bruised wrist in the other hand. 
Her face, an instant before white, now fiajned with an- 
ger. Never, never since she was a little child had she 
been so treated, so handled ! Every fibre in her was in 
revolt. But she did not speak. She only, rocking her- 
aelf slightly to and fro, scathed him with her eyes. The 
coward ! The coward I 

And he was aa yet too angry — though he had remem- 
bered himself and released her — to feel much shame for 
what he bad done. He was too wrapt in the boy and 
his object to think soberly of anything else. He went, 
his hand shaking a little, his face disordered by the 
outbreak, to the bell and rang it Aa he turned 
again, 

"Your ruin be on your own head !" he cried. 

And he looked at her, hating her, hating her rebellious 



He saw in her, with her glowing cheeks and eyes 
bright with fury, the murderess of his boy. What else, 
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eiiice, if it was not her plan, she covered it? Since, if it 
was not her deed, she would not stay it? She must be 
one of those feminine mongtere, those BrinviUiers, 
blonde and innocent to the eye, whom passion de- 
graded to the lowest! Whom a cursed infatuation 
made suddenly most base, driving them to excesses and 
crimes. 

While she, her breast boiling with indignation, her 
heart bursting with the sense of bodily outrage, of bodily 
pain, forgot the anguish he was suffering. She forgot 
the provocation that had exasperated him to madness, 
that had driven him to violence. She saw in him a cow- 
ardly bully, a man cruel, without shame or feeling. She 
fully believed now that he had flogged a seaman to 
death. Why not, since he had so treated her F Why not, 
since it was clear that there was no torture to which he 
would not resort, if he dared, to wring from her the 
secret he desired? 

And a torrent of words, a flood of scathing reproaches 
and fierce home-truths, rose to her lips. But she re- 
pressed them. To complain was to add to her humilia- 
tion, to augment her shame. To protest was to stoop 
lower. And strung to the hi^est pitch of animosity 
they remained confronting one another in silence, until 
the door opened and Justice Homyold entered, followed 
by hie clerk. After these Nadin, Bbbop, Mr. Sutton, 
and two or three more trooped in until the room was 
half full of people. 

It was dear that they had had their orders below, and 
knew what to expect; for all looked grave, and some 
nervous. Even Homyold betrayed by his air, half sheep- 
ish and half pompous^ that he was not quite comfortable. 
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"The youDg lad; haa not spokeaF" he said. 

"No," Clyne answered, breathing quickly. He coTild 
not in a moment return to his ordinary self. "She re- 
fuses to speak." 

"Yon have laid before her reasons?" 

He averted his ^ea. 

"I have said all I can," he muttered sullenly. "I 
have assured myself that she is privy to this matter, and 
I withdraw the informal ondertakuig which I gave a 
fortnight ago that she should be forthcoming if wanted. 
Unless, therefore, you are satisfied with the landlord's 
bail — but that is for you." 

Mr. Homyold shook his head. 

"With this new cbai^ advanced?" he said. "No, I 
am afraid not. Certainly not But perhaps," looking 
at her, "the young lady will still change her mind. To 
change the mind" — with a feeble grin — ''is a lady's 
privil^e." 

"I shall not tdl yon anything," Henrietta said with a 
catch in her breath. She hid her smarting, tingling 
wrist behind her. She might have complained ; but not 
for the world would she have let them know what he had 
done to her, what she had suffered. 

Mr. SnttoD, who was standing in the background, 
stepped forward. 

"Miss Damer," he sud earnestly, "I beg yon, I im- 
plore you to think." 

"I have thought," she answered with stubborn anger. 
"And if I coiUd help him," she pointed to Clyne, "if I 
conld help him by lifting my finger " 

"Oh, dear, dear !" the chaplain cried, appalled by her 
vehemence. "Don't say tbatl Don't say thati" 

"What shall I say, then?" she answered — still she r&- 
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membered herself. "I have told yoa that I know noth- 
ing of the abduction of his child, ^at U all I hare to 
Bay." . 

Homyold shook hia ahek head again. 

"I am afraid that won't do," he said. "What" — con- 
sulting Nadin with his eyo — "what do the officers say?" 

Nadin laughed curtly. 

"Not by no means, it won't do!" he said. "What she 
says is slap up against the evidence, sir, and evidence 
strong enough to hang a man. The truth is, your revei^ 
ence, the young lady has had every chance, and all said 
and done we are losing time. And time is more than 
money ! The sooner she is under lock and key the bet- 
ter." 

"Yon apply that she be committed?" Homyold asked 
slowly. 

"I do, sir." 

The Justice looked at Bishop. 

"Do you join in the application?" he asked. 

The officer nodded, but with evident reluctance. 

The clerk, who had taken his seat at the comer of the 
table and laid some papers before him, dipped his pen in 
the inkhom, which he carried at his button-hole. He 
prepared to write. "On the charge of being acces- 
sory?" he said in a low voice. "Before or after, Mr. 
Nadin?" 

"Both," said Nadin. 

"After," said Bishop. 

The clerk looked from one to the other, and then be- 
gan to write; but slowly, and as if he wished to leave as 
long as possible a loctts penitentitp. It was a feeling 
shared by all except Captain Clyne. Even the Man- 
chester man, hardened as he was by a rude life in Hie 



COUSIN MEETS COUSIN 241 

TCPngtieBt of towns, had had jobs more to his taste — and 
wished it done; while the feeling of the greater part was 
one of pity. The girl was so young, her breeding and 
refinement were so manifest, her courage eo high, she 
confronted them so bravely, that they were sensible of 
something cruel in their attitude to her; gathered as 
they were many to one — and that one a woman with no 
one of her sex beside her. They recoiled from the idea 
of using force to her. And now it was really come to the 
point of imprisoning her, those who had a notion what 
a prison was disliked it most ; fearing not only that she 
might resist removal and cause a heart-rending scene, 
but still more that she had unknown sufferings before 
her. 

For tiie prisons of that day were not the prisons of 
to-day. There was no separation of one class of offenders 
from another. Hiere were no separate cells, there were 
rarely even separate beds. Girls awaiting trial were 
liable to be locked up with the worst women-felons. ]!4'ay, 
the very warders were often old offenders, who had 
earned their places by favour. In small country prisons, 
conditions were better, but air, light, space, and cleanli- 
ness were woefully lacking. Something might be done, 
no doubt, to soften the lot of a prisoner of Henrietta's 
class; but indulgence depended on the whim of the jailor 
— ^who at Appleby was a blacksmith I — and could be with- 
drawn as easily as it was granted. 

Suddenly the clerk looked up over his glasses. "The 
full name," he said, "if you please." 

"Henrietta Mary Darner." It waa Clyne who epoke. 

The clerk added the name, and rising from his seat 
offered the pen to the magistrate. But Hornyold hesi- 
tated. He looked flurried, and something startled. 
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"But should not " he murmured, "ought we not 

to communicate with her brother — ^with — Sir Charles? 
He must be her guardian t" 

"Sir Charles," Clyne aoEnvered, "has repudiated all 
reepoUBibility. It would be useless to apply to him. I 
have seen him. And the matter is a criminal matter." 

The girl said nothing, but her colour faded suddenly. 
And in the eyes of one or two she seemed a more pitiful 
figure, standing alone and mute, than before. But for 
the awe in which they held Clyne, and thrir knowledge 
of his reason for severity, the chaplain and Long Tom 
Gilson, who was one of those by the door, vonld have 
intervened. As it was, Hornyold stooped te the table 
and signed the form— op was signing it when the clerk 
spoke. 

"One moment, your reverence," he said in a low voice, 
"The debtors' quarters at Appleby, where they'd be sure 
to put the young lady, are as good as under water at this 
time of the year. Kendal's nearer, she'd be better there. 
And you've power to say which it shall be," 

"Kendal, then," Hornyold assented. The name was 
altered and he signed the committal. 

As he rose from the table, constraint fell on one and 
all. They wondered nervously what was to come next; 
and it was left to Nadin to put an end to the sc^e. 
"Landlord !" he said, turning to the door, "a chaise for 
Kendal in ten minutes. And send your servant to go 
with the young lady to her room, and get together what 
she'll want. You'd best take her. Bishop," 

Bishop assented in a low tone, and Gilson went out to 
give the order. Hornyold said something to Clyne and 
they talked together in low tones and with averted faces. 
Then, still talking, they moved to the door and went ont 
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without lookiDg towards her. The clerk gathered up his 
papers, handed one to Bishqi, and fastened the others 
together with a piece of red tape. "Hiat done, he, too, 
rose and followed the magistrate, making her an awk- 
ward bow as he passed. Mr, Sutton alone remained, and, 
pale and excited, fidgeted to and fro ; he could not bear 
to stay, and he could not bear to leave the girl alone with 
the officers. Possibly — but to do bim justice this went 
for little — ^he might by staying commeaid himself to her, 
he might wipe out the awkward impression made by the 
nighfs advaiture. But Clyne put in his head and called 
him in a peremptory tone; and he had to go with a 
feeble apologetic glance at her. She was left standing 
by the table, alone with the officers. 

For an instant she looked wildly at the door. Then, 
"May I go to my room now?" she asked in alow tone, 

"Not alone," Nadin answered — but civilly, for him. 
"In a moment the woman will be here, and you can go 
with her. It's not quite regular, but we'll stretch a point. 
But you must not be long, miss I You'll have no need," 
with a faint grin, "of many frocks, or forbdows, where 
you're going." 




CHAPTEH XTTT 

MB. BCTTOS'S SEW loLE 

Whex the cbaise which carried the prisoaer to Ken- 
dal had left the inn, and the search parties had gone 
their way nnder leaders who knew the conntir, and the 
long tail of the last eha^gr pooy had whisked itself ont 
of sight, a dnllness exceeding that of NorembCT g^tled 
down on the ion by the lake. The road in front ran, a 
dull, nnbroken ribbon, along the water-side; and alone 
and melancholy the chaplain walked np and down, ap 
and down, the last man left. Occasionally Mrs. Gibon 
appeared at the door and looked this way and that; but 
her eye waa bombre and her manner did not invite ap- 
proach or confidence. Occasionally, too. Modest Ann's 
face waa pressed against the window of the coffee-room. 
where she was setting ont ihe long table against erening ; 
but she was difignised in tears and temper, and before 
Mr, Sntton conld identify the phenomenon, or grasp its 
meaning, she was gone. The frosty promise of the 
morning had vanished, and in its place lead^ clonds 
dulled sky and lake, and hnng heavy and black on tlie 
scarred forehead of Bow Pell, Mr. Sutton looked above 
and below, and this way and that, and, too restless to go 
in, found no comfort without He wished that he had 
gone with the searchers, though he knew not a step of 
the country. He wished that he had said more for the 
girl, and stood np for her more firmly, though to do so 
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had been to quarrel with his patron. Above all, he wished 
that he had never seen her, never given way to the 
temptation to aspire to her, never started in pursuit of 
her — last of all, that he had never stooped to spy on her. 
He was ill content with himself and his work ; ill content 
with the world, hie patron, everybody, everything. No 
man was ever worse content. 

For Nranesis in an unexpected form was overtaking, 
nay even as he walked tiie road, had overtaken the chap- 
lain. He had come to marry, he remained to love; he 
had come to enjoy, he remained to suffer. He had come, 
dazzled by the girl's rank and fortune, that rank and 
that fortune which he had thought so much above him- 
self, and to which her beauty added so piquant and deli- 
cate a charm. And, lo, it was neither her rank, nor her 
fortune, nop her beauty that, as he walked, beat at his 
heart and would be heard, would have entrance ; but the 
girl's lonely plight and her disgrace and her trouble. On 
a sudden, as he went helplessly and aimlessly and unhap- 
pily up and down the road, he recognised the truth ; he 
knew what was the matter with him. His eyes filled, his 
feelings overcame him — an^ no man was ever more sur- 
prised. He had to walk a little way down the road be- 
fore, out of ken of the horse, he dared to wipe the tears 
from bis cheeks. Nor even then could he refrain from 
one or two foolish, unmanly gasps. 

"I did not think that I was — such a fool !" he mut- 
tered. "Such a fool 1 I didn't think it!" 

When he regained command of himself he found that 
hie feet bad borne him to the gate-pillar where so much 
had happened the previous day. To the very place where 
he bad surprised Henrietta as she arranged her signal, 
and where she had bo nearly surprised him in the act of 
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wztdjag her! In his ner-fcorn repenunce, in his Dew- 
bom boiKstj be hated tbe place: he hated it osl; leas 
than bn bat^ the cnDduct of which it ranic-ied him. 
And partly oct of sentiiEeat, paitlx o=t of some no- 
ownfd notion of doing penance, he tnroed tad slowly 
retraced her coarse to the inn, treading as far as posdUe 
where she had trodden. When he reached the door he 
did not go in, bnt, nnwilUng to face anr one, he went 
on as far as a seat on the forbore, where he bad seen 
her sit And the sentiment of her presence still forming 
the attractioD, be wondered if she had paused there on 
that morning, or if she had gone indoors at once. 

He was so nnhappy that he did not feel the cold. Tie 
thonght of her warmed him, and he sat for a minute or 
two, with his eres on the gloomy face of the lake that, 
towards the farther shore, frowned more darkly nnder 
the ahadow of the woods. He wished that he nnderstood 
her conduct better, that he had the cine to it He wished 
that he understood her refusal to speak. But right or 
wrong, she was in trouble and he loved her. Ay, right 
or wrong I For good or ill ! Still he sighed, for all was 
very dark. And presently he went to rise. 

His eyes in the act fell on a few scraps of paper which 
lay at hie feet and showed the 'whiter for the general 
gloom. Letters were not so common then as now. It 
was much if one person in five could write. The postage 
on a note sent from the south of England to the nortli 
was a shilling; the pages were crossed and recrossed, 
were often read and cherished long. Paper, therefore, 
did not lie abroad, as it lies abroad now ; and Mr. Sutton 
— hardly knowing what he did— bent his eyes on the 
scrapa He was long-sighted, and on one morsel a little 
larger than its neighbours, he read the word "gate." 
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Id other circumstances he would not ten seconds later 
have known what words he had read. But at the moment 
he had the incident of the gate-post in his bead — and 
Henrietta ; and he appr^ended as in a flash that this 
might be the summons which had called her forth the 
previous night — to her great damage. He conceived that 
after answering it by setting the signal on the gate-post 
she might have come to this place, and before going into 
the house might have torn up the letter and scattered 
the pieces abroad. If so the secret lay at his feet; and 
if he stooped and took it up, he might help her. 

He himg in doubt a few seconds. For he was grown 
strangely scrupulous. But he reflected that he could de- 
stroy the evidence if it bore against her — ^he would de- 
stroy it! And he gave way. Furtively, but with an 
eager hand, he collected the scraps of paper. There 
were about a score, the size of dice, and discoloured by 
moisture, strewn here and there round the seat. Behind, 
among the prickly shoots and brown roots of a gorse- 
bush were as many more, as if she had dropped a handful 
there. Another dozen he tracked down, one here, one 
there, in spots to which the wind had carried them. It 
was unlikely that he had got all, even then. But though 
he searched as narrowly as he dared — even going on his 
knees beside the bush — he could find no more. Doubt- 
less the wind had taken toll; and at length, carrying 
what he had found hidden in his hand, he vent into the 
house and sought refuge in his bedroom. 

Eagerly, though he had little hope of finding the re- 
sult to his mind, he began to arrange the morsels. He 
found the task less hard than he had anticipated. Quided 
by the straight edges of the paper, he contrived in eight 
or nine minutes to piece the letter together ; to such an 
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extent, at onj rate, as enabled him to gather its drift. 
About a fifth of the words were missing; and among 
these missing words were the opening phrase, the la^t 
two words, and about a score in the body of the note. 
But tiie gist of the meesage was clear, its tone and feeling 
EurviTed; and they not only negatived the notion that 
Henrietta was in league with Walterson, but presented 
in all its strength the appeal which his prayer must 
needs have made to the heart ot a romantic girl. 

" . , , ed you ill, but men are not as womrai and 
I was tempted ... I do not ask . . . for- 
give ... I ask you to save me. I am in your 
hands. If you . . . the heart to leave me to a 
. . . lent death, all is said. If you have mercy meet 
my . . . ger at ten to-mor . . . ning . , . 
Troutbeck lane comes down to the lake. As I hope to 
live you run no risk and can suffer no harm. If you are 
merci . . . spare me . . . put a . . . stone, be- 
fore noon to-morrow, on the post of the . . . gate. . . ." 

Strange to say, Mr. Sutton's first feeling, when he had 
assured himself of the truth, was an excessive, furious 
indignation against his patron. He forgot, in his pity 
for tiie girl, the provocation which Captain Clyne had 
suffered. He forgot the child's peril and the pressure 
which this had laid on the father's feelings. He forgot 
the light in which the girl's stubborn silence had placed 
her in the eyes of one who believed that she could save 
by a word that which he held more precious than his life. 
The chaplain was a narrow, and in secret a conceited 
man; he had been guilty of some things that ill became 
his cloth. But he had under his cloth a heart that once 
roused was capable of generous passion. And as he 
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stalked up and down the room in a frenzy of love and 
pity and indignation, he Iwiged for the moment which 
should see him face to face with Captain Clyne. The 
letter once shown, he did not conceive that there would 
be the least difficulty in freeing the girl ; and he yearned 
for the return of the search parties. It was past four 
already ; io the valley it was growing dusk. Yet if Clyne 
returned soon the girl might be released before ni^t. 
She might be spared the humiliation, it might well be 
the misery, of a night in prison. 

His room looked to the back of the inn; and here 
where all the afternoon had been plucking of ducks and 
fowls, and slicing of ditches — for some of the searchers 
would need to be fed — lights were beginning to ehine 
and a cheerful stir and a warm promise of comfort to 
prevail. From the kitchen, where the jacks were turn- 
ing, firelight streamed across the yard, and pattens 
clicked, and dogs occasionally yelped ; and now and again 
Mrs. Gilson's voice clacked strenuously. In the heat of 
his feelings Mr. Sutton compared this outlook with the 
cold quarters that held his Henrietta; and tears rose 
anew as he pictured the dank prison yard and the bare 
stone rooms, and the squalor and the company. After 
that he could not eit still. He could not wait. He must 
be acting. He must tell his discovery to some one, no 
matter to whom. He arranged the letter between the 
pages of a book and, having arranged it, took the book 
under his arm and ran downstairs. At the door of her 
snuggery he came upon Mrs, Gilsou, who had just had 
words with Modest Ann. She eyed him sourly. 

"I want to show you something I" he said impetuously, 
forgetting his fear of her. "I have discovered something, 
ma'am I A thing of the utmost importance." 
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She gmnted. 

"If it hae to do with the child," she said grndgingly, 
"ni htar it, and thank too," 

"It hag naQght to do with the child,'' he answered 
bluntly. "It has to do with Miss Damer." 

"Then I'll hare nanght to do with it'" the landlady 
retorted with equal bluntnes:, pursing up her lips and 
speaking as drily as a £]e. "Tve washed my bands of 
her." 

"Bnt listen to me !" he replied. "Listen to me, Mrs. 
GilsoD ! Here's a young lady " 

"Thafs behaved bad from the beginning — bad!" the 
landlady answered, cutting him short. "As tnd as 
woman could ! A woman, indeed, would have had some 
heart, and not have left an innocent child in the hands 
of a parcel of murderous villains ! "So, no, my gentle- 
man, youll not persuade m& An egg is good or bad, 
as you find it, and 'tis no good saying that the yolk is 
good when the white is tainted ?" 

"But see here, ma'am" — be was bursting with indig- 
nation — ^"yoo are entirely wrong! Entirely wrong!" 

"Then your reverence had best speak to Captain 
Clyne, for it's not my business!" Mrs. Gilstm retorted 
cmshingly. "I'm no scholar and don't meddle with 
writings." And she turned her broad back upon him 
and the book which he proffered her, 

Mr. Sntt«n stood a moment in anger equal to bis dis- 
comfiture. Then he went back slowly to his pacing in 
the road. After all the woman could do nothing, she 
was nothing. And the search parties would be retaniing 
soon. For night was falling. The last pale dayli^t 
was dying on the high fells towards Fatterdale ; the out- 
lines of the low lands about the lake were fading into 
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the blur of night. Here and there a tiny raahlight shone 
out, high up, and marked a hill-farm. Possibly tiie 
searchers had found the child. In that case, Mr. Sut- 
ton's heart, which should have leapt at the thought, only 
mildly rejoiced; and that, rather on account of the 
favourable turn the discovery might give to Henrietta's 
afCairs, than for his patron's sake. Not that he was not 
sorry for the child, and sorry for the father ; he tried, 
indeed, to feel more sorry. But be was not a man of 
warm feelings, and his sensibilities were selfish. He 
could not be expected to blossom out in a moment in 
more directions than one. It was something if he had 
learned in the few days he had spent by the lake to think 
of any other than himself. 

Had he been more anxious, had it been not he, but the 
father, who paced there in suspense, dwelling on what a 
moment might bring forth, he had been keener to notice 
things. He had traced, down the shoulder of Wansfell, 
the slow march of a dancing light that marked the de- 
scent of one of the parties. He had heard afar off the 
voices of the men, who announced from Calgarth that 
Mrs. Watson's servants had searched the woods as far as 
EUeray, but without success — ^these, indeed, were the 
first to come in. Hard on them arrived a band, under 
iir. Curwen's bailiff, which had made the tour of the 
islands — Belle Isle, Lady Holm, Thompson's Holm, and 
the rest — with the same result ; and almost at the same 
moment rode in, with jaded horses, the troop of yeomen 
who had undertaken to traverse the broken country at 
the head of the lake, between the Brathay and the 
Botha. Two parties, the Troutbeck contingent with 
which was Captain Clyne, and the riders who had chosen 
Stock Ghyll valley and the Kirkstone, were still out at 
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seven ; and as the others had met with no snccees, their 
return was eagerly awaited. For the road between the 
inn and the lake was astir with life. Ostlers' lanthoms 
twinkled hither and thither, and the place was like a fair. 
A crowd of men, muffled in homespun plaids, blocked 
the doorway, and gabbling over their ale, stared now 
in one direction, now in the other; while the more highly 
favoured flocked into the sQaggery and coffee-room and 
there discussed the chances in stentorian tones. The 
chaplain, with his feelings engaged elsewhere, wondered 
at tiie fury of some, and the heat of all ; and was shocked 
by their oaths and threats of vengeance. 

Clyne and hia party came in about half-past seven; 
and as it chanced that the Stock Ghyll troop arrived at 
the same minute, the whole house turned out to meet the 
two, and learn their news, Alas, the downcast faces of 
the riders told it suiEciently; and every head was uncov- 
ered aa Clyne, with stem and moody eyes, rode to the 
door and dismounted. He turned to the throng of faces, 
aJid the lanthom-light falling on his features showed 
them pale and disturbed. 

"My friends," he said, "I thiuik you. I shall not 

forget this day. I shall never forget this day. I " 

and then, though he was a practised speaker, he could 
not say more or go on. He made a gesture, at once 
pathetic and dignified, with his single arm, and turning 
from thorn went slowly np the stairs with his chin on his 
breast. 

The fanners were Tories to a man. Even Brougham's 
silver tongue had failed (in the election of the year be- 
fore) to turn them against the Lowthers, They were of 
the class from whom the yeomanry were drawn, and they 
had scant sympathy with the radical weavers of Bochdale 
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and Bnry, Bolton and Manchester. Had they caught the 
Tillains at this moment, they had made short work of 
them. They watched the slight figure with ite empt; 
sleeve ae it passed into the house, and their looks of com- 
passion were exceeded only by their curses loud and deep. 
And pitiful indeed was the tale which those, who were 
forced to leave, carried home to their wives and daugh- 
ters on the fells. 

The chaplain, hovering on the edge of the chattering 
groups, could not come at once at bis patron, who had no 
sooner reached the head of the stairs than he was beset 
by Nadin and others with reports and arrangements. 
But as soon as Clyne had gone wearily to his room to 
take some food before starting afresh — for it was de- 
termined to continue the search as soon as the moon 
rose — the chaplain went to him with his book under his 
arm. 

He found Clyne seated before the fire, with his chin 
on his hand and his attitude one of the deepest despon- 
dency. He had borne up with difficulty under the public 
gaze; he gave way, martinet as he was, the moment he 
was alone. The refiection that the child might have been 
within reach of his voice, yet b«yond his help, that it 
might be crying to him even now, and crying in vain, 
that each hour which exposed it to hardship endangered 
its life — such thooghta harrowed the father's feelings 
ahnost beyond endurance. Sutton suspected from his 
attitude that he was praying; and for a moment the 
chaplain, touched and affected, was in two minds about 
disturbing him. But he, too, had his harassing thoughts. 
Hie heart, too, burned with pity. And to turn back now 
was to abandon hope — ^grown forlorn already — of free- 
ing Henrietta that evening. He went forward therefore 
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with boldnega. He lild hu book on the table, and find- 
ing himeelf unheeded, cleared his thnwt. 

"I have Mmething here," he said — and his Toice de- 
Bpitc himself wa« needlessly stiff and distant — "whidi I 
think it my dni?, C^itain Cljne, to ehor yon vitboat 
delay." 

Clyne tnnied slowly and rose as he tamed. 

"To show me?" he muttered. 

"Yes." 

"What is it? You have not" — raising his eyes with a 
nddes intake of hreath — "discorered anything? A 
due?" 

"I have discovered sometidng," the ch^lain answered 
slowly. " It is a cine of a kind." 

A rush of blood darkened Clyne'a face. He held oat 
a shaking hand. 

"To where the lad is?" he ejaculated, taking a step 
forward. "To where they have taken him? If it be so, 
God bless you, Sutton I God bless yon I God bless yon ! 
Ill never " 

The clergyman cut him short He was shocked by the 
other's intense excitement and frightened by the swelling 
of his featnree. He stayed him by a gesture. 

"Nay, nay," he cried. " I did not mean, sir, to awak^i 
false hopes. Pray pardon me. Pray pardon me. It is a 
cine, but to Miss Damer's conduct this morning! To 
her conduct thronghout. To her reasons for silence. 
Which were not, I am now able to show yon, connected 
with any feeling of hostility to you. Captain Clyne, but 
rather imposed upon her " 

Bnt Clyne's face had settled into a mask of stone. 
Only he knew what the disappointment was I And at 
that word, "I care not what they were!" he said In a 
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voice incredibly harsh, "or how imposed! If that be 
all — if that is all you are here to t«ll me " 

"But if it be all, it ia all to herl" Sutton retorted, 
stung in his turn. "And most urgent, sir." 

"As to her?" 

"As to her. It places her conduct in an entirely dif- 
ferent light, Captain Clyne, and one which it is your 
duty to recognise," 

, "Have I not said," Clyne answered with bitter vehe- 
mence, "that I wish to hear naught of her conduct? Do 
you know, sir, in what light I regard her?" 

"I hope in none that — that " 

"Ab a murderess," Clyne answered in the some tone of 
restrained fury. "She has conspired against a child I A 
boy who never harmed her, and now never could have 
harmed her I She is not worthy of the name of woman I 
I thank God that He has helped me to keep her out of 
my mind as I rode to-day. And you — ^you must needs 
bring her up again I Know that I loathe and detest her, 
sir, and pray that I may never see her, never hear her 
name again !" 

Mr. Sutton raised his hands in horror. 

"You are unjust!" he cried. "Indeed, indeed, you 
are unjust !" 

"What is that to you? And who are yon to talk to 
me? Is it your child who is missing? Your child who 
is being tortured, perhaps out of life? Who, a cripple, 
is being dragged at these men's heels? Yon? Yon? 
What have you to do with this ?" 

The tone was crushing. But the chaplun, too, had his 
stubboro side, and resentment flamed within him as he 
thought of the gir! and her lot. "Do I understand then," 
he said — he was very pale — "that you refuse to hear 
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what I have by chance discovered — ^in Miss Damer'a 
favour ?" 

"I do." 

"TTxat yon will not. Captain Clyne, even loot at this 
letter — ^thia letter which I have found and which exon- 
erates her ?" 

"Neverl" Clyne replied harshly , "Neverl Aiid,now 
you know my mind, go, sir, and do not return to this sub- 
ject! 'Hiia is no time for trifling, nor am I in the 
mood." 

But the chaplain held his ground, though he was very 
nervous. And a resolution, great and her<»c, took shape 
within him, growing in a moment to full size — ^he knew 
not bow. He raised his meagre figure to its full height, 
and bis pale peaky face assumed a dignity which the pul< 
pit had never known. "I, too, am in no mood for tri- 
fling. Captain Clyne," he said. "But I do not hold this 
matter trifling. On the contrary, I wish you to under- 
stand that I think it so important that I consider it 
my duty to press it upon you by every means in my 
power 1" 

Clyne looked at him wrathfuUy, astoniehed at his 
presumption. "The girl has turned your head," he said. 

The chaplain waived the words aside. "And there- 
fore," he continued, "if yon decline Captain Clyne, to 
read this letter, or to ctinsider the evidence it con- 
tains " 

"That I do absolutely I Absolutely !" 

"I beg to resign my oflBce," Mr. Sutton responded, 
trembling violently. "I will no longer — I will no longer 
serve one, however much I respect him, or whatever my 
obligations to him, who refuses to do justice to hie own 
kith and kin, who refuses to stand between a helplesa 




MR. SUTTON'S NEW RdLB 35? 

girl and wrong I Vile wrong I" And he made a geatim 
with hie handa as if he laid aomething on the table. 

If hie object was to gain possession of Captain dyne's 
attention he succeeded. Cljue looked at him with as 
much Burpriae as anger. 

"She has certainly tnmed your head," he said in a 
lower tone, "if yon are not playing a sorry jest, that is. 
What is it to yon, man, if I follow my own judgment? 
What ia Miss Darner to you ?" 

"You ofFered her to me," with a trembling ^preach 
to sarcasm, "for my wife. She is so much to me." 

"But I onderstood that she would not take you," 
Clyne retorted ; and now he spoke wearily. The surprise 
of the other's defiance was beginning to wear off. "But, 
there, perhaps I was mistaken, and then your anxiety for 
her interests is explained." 

"Explain it as you please," Mr. Sutton answered with 
fire, "if you will read this letter and weigh it." 

"I will not," Clyne returned, his anger rising anew. 
"Once for all, I will notl" 

"Then I resign the chaplaincy I hold, sir." 

"Besign and be d d I" the naval captain answered. 

The day had cruelly tried bis temper. 

"Your words to me," Mr. Sutton retorted furiously, 
"and your conduct ta her are of a piece!" And white 
with passion, his limbs tmsbliiig with excitement, he 
strode to the door. He halted on the threshcdd, bowed 
lowj and went oat. 
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Bishop, in his comer of the diaiae, made bis bnriy 
person as small as he could. He tried bis best to hide bis 
brown tops and aqnare-toed boots. In her comer Hen- 
rietta sat npright, staring rigidly before her. For just 
one moment as she passed from the house to the car- 
riage, nnder a score of staring eyes, a scarlet flush had 
risen to her t^ hair, and she had shnmk back. Bat the 
colour had faded as quickly as it had risen; she had 
restrained herself, and taken her seat. And now the 
screes of Bow Fell, flecked with snow, were not more 
cold and bard than her face as she gazed at the postil- 
ion's moving back and. saw it not. She knew that she 
was down now without hope of rising; that, the priscoi 
doors once closed on her, their shadow would rest on her 
always. And her heart was nombed by despair, llie 
burning seaise of injustice, of unfairness, which sears 
and hardens the human heart more quickly and more 
completdy than any other emotion, would awaken pree* 
ently. But for the time she eat stunned and hopeless ; 
dazed and confounded by the astonishing thing which 
had happened to her. To be sent to prison I To be sent 
to herd — she remembered his very words — with such vile 
creatures as prisons hold ! To be at the beck and call of 
such a man as this who sat beside her. To have to obey ; 
and to belong no longer to herself, but to others! As 
she thought of all this, and of the ordeal before her. 
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fraught witb humiliations yet unknown, a hiuited look 
grew in her eyee, and for a few minutes she glanced 
wildly first out of this window, then out of that. To 
prison ! She was going to prison I 

Fortunately her native courage came to her aid in her 
eztremitT'. And Bishop, who was not blind to her »no- 
ti(Hi, spoke: 

"Don't yon be OTer-frightened, mise,^ he said sooth- 
ingly. "There's naught to be scared about. Ill speak 
to them, and they'll treat you well. Not that a gaol is a 
comfortable place," he continued, remembering his duty 
to his employer; "and if you could see your way to 
speaking — even now, miss — I'd take it on me to turn the 
horses." 

"I have nothing to say," she answered, with a shud- 
der and an effort — ^for her throat was dry. But the mere 
act of speaking broke the spell and rdiered her of some 
of herfeaza. 

"If 8 the little bc^ I'm thinking of," Bishop continued 
in a tone of apology. "Captain Clyne thinks the world 
of him. The world of him! But, lord, miss I" abruptly 
changing his tone, as his eyes alighted on her wrist, 
"what have you done to yonp arm?" 

She hid her wrist quickly, and with her face averted 
said that it was nothing, nothing. 

Bishop shook his head sagely. 

"I doubt you bruised it getting out ol the window," 
he said. "Well, well, miss; live and learn. Another 
time youll be wiser, I hope ; and not do such things." 

She did not answer, and the chaise passing by Plum- 
garth began to descend into the wide atony vallf?. Be- 
low them the white-washed walls and slated roofs and 
mills of Kendal conld be seen clustering about the Ca»> 
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tie Bow and the old gr^ ruin that rises above tite Ken 
river. On' either hand bleak hillB, seamed with gre; 
walls, made np a landscape that rose without beaa^ to 
a lowering sky. There were few trees, no hedges; and 
somewhere the cracked bell of a drugget factory or a 
dye-works was clanging out a moDotononB summons. 
To Hoirietta's eye — iresh from the lake-eide verdure — 
and still more to her heart, the northern landscape struck 
cold and cheerless. It had given her but a sorry wel- 
come had she been on her way to seek the hoBpitalify of 
the iim. How much poorer was its wdcome when she 
lud DO prospect before her but the scant comfort and 
unknown hardships of a gaol I 

The chaise did not enter the town, but a fnrlong short 
of it tomed aside and made for a group of windowleas 
buildings, which crowned a small eminence a bow-shot 
from the houses. As the horses drew the chaise up the 
ascent to a heavy stone doorway, Hairietta had time to 
see that the oitrance was mean, if strong, and the place 
as nnpretmding as it was dull. Nevertheless, her heart 
beat almost to sufFocation, as she stepped out at a word 
from Bishop, who had alighted at once and knocked 
at the iron-studded door. With small delay a grating 
was opened, a pale face, marked by high, hollow tem- 
ples, looked oat ; and some three or four sentences were 
exchanged. Then the door was unlocked and thrown 
open. Bishop signed to her to ent^ first and she did so 
— after an imperceptible pause. She found herself in a 
small well-like yard, with the door and window of the 
piison-lodge on her left and dead walls on the other 
sides. 

Two children were playing on the steps of the lodge, 
and some hssot dubiously drying in the cold wintn air. 
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fatug 00 & line stretched from tlie window to a Koldfaet 
in the opposite wall. "Unfortunately, the yard Bad been 
recently washed, and still ran with water; so that these 
homely usee, end eren the bench and pump which stood 
in a comer, failed to impart much cheerfulness to its 
aspect Had Henrietta's heart been capable of sinking 
lower it had certainly done so. 

The children stared open-mouthed at her: but not 
with half as mnch astonishment as the man in shirt 
sleeves who had admitted her. "Eh, sir, but yonVe 
brought the cage a fine bird," he said at last. "Your 
servant, miss. Well, well, well!" with smrprisa And 
he scratched his head and grinned openly. "Debtors' 
side, I suppose?" 

"B^nand," Bishop answered with a wink and a mean- 
ing shake of the head. "Her^s the warrant All's 
right" And then to Henrietta — ^"If you'll sit down on 
that bench, miss. III fix things up.for you." 

The girl, her face a Httle paler than usual, sat down 
as she was bidden, and looked about her. This was not 
ber notion of a prison ; for here were neither gyves nor 
dungeons, but just a slatternly, damp yard — as like as 
could be to some small backyard in the out-offices of her 
brother's house. Nevertheless, the gyves might be wait- 
ing for her ont of sight; and with or without them, the 
place was horribly depressing that winter afternoon. The 
sky was grey above, the walls were grey, the pavement 
grey. She was almost glad wh^i Bishop and the man 
in shirt-sleeves emerged from the lodge followed by a 
tall, hard-featured woman in a diriy mob-cap. The 
woman's arms were bare to the elbow, and she carried a 
jingling bunch of keys. She eyed Henrietta with dull 
dislike. 
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"That is settled, then," Bishop eaiA, a little otep- 
doing the cheerfnlness at whidi he aimed. "Mother 
Weighton will see to yon, and 'brill be all ri|^ There 
are four on the debtors' side, and you'll be beet in the 
womeD-felonB*, she thinks, since ifs empty, and yoall 
have it all to yonrself." 

Henrietta heaved a deep si^ of relief. "I shall be 
alone, thoi?" she said. "Oh, thank yon." 

"Ay, youll be alon^" the woman answered, staring at 
her. "Very modi alone I Bnt I'm not sure yonll thank 
me, by-and-by. Ton madams are pretty loud for c<»ii- 
pany, I've always found, when you've had yoor own a 
bit" Then, "Yon don't mind being locked np in a yard 
by yonrself?" she continaed, with a close look at the 
girl's face and long grey riding-dress. 

"Oh no, I shall be gratefol to yon," Henrietta said 
eagerly, "if you will let pie be alone." 

"Ah, wdl, well see how yon like it," the woman re- 
torted. "Here, Ben," to her hnsband, "I suppose she is 
too much of a fine lady to carry her band-box — ^yet 
awhile. Do yon bring it" 

"I am sure," Bishop said, "the young lady will be 
gratefnl for any kindness, Mrs. Weighton. I will wait 
till you've lodged her comfortably. God bless my sonl," 
he continued, screwing np his features, as he affected to 
look about him, "I don't know tliat one's not as well in 
as out t" 

"Well, there's no writs nor burglars I" the jailor an- 
swered with a grin. "And the young folks, male nor 
female, don't get into trouble through staying out o' 
nights. Now, flien, missis," to his wife, "no need to be 
all day over it" 

^e woman unlocked a low door in the wall opposite 
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the lodge, but at the inner end of the yard; and she 
signed to Henrietta to enter before her. "Hie girl did 
BO, and found herself in a flagged yard about thirt? feet 
Bqnaie. On her right were four mean-looking doors 
having above each a grated aperture. Henrietta eyed 
these and her heart sank. They were only too like the 
dungeons she had foreseen ! But the jailor's wife turned 
to the opposite side of the yard where were two doors 
with small glazed windows over them. The two sides 
that remained consisted of high walls, surmounted by 
iron spikes. 

"Well pat yon in a day-room aa they're all empty," 
the woman grumbled. She meant not ill, but she bad the 
snfortunate knack of making all her concessions with a 
bad grace. 

Thoeupon she unlocked one of the doors, and dis- 
closed 8 small whitewashed room, cold, but passably 
clean. A rough bench and table occupied the middle of 
ilie floor, and in a comer stood a clumsy spinning-wheel. 
The floor was of stone, but there was a makeshift fire- 
place, dulled by rust and dirt. 

"Get in a bedstead, Ben," she coDtinued. "I sup- 
pose," looking abruptly at Henrietta, "you are not used 
to chaff, young woman F" 

Tie girl stared. 

"I don't understand, I am afraid," she faltered. 

"You are used to feathers, I dare say?" with a 
sneer. 

"Oh, for a bod?" 

"What else?" impatiently. "Good lord, havent you 
your senses? You can have your choice. Ifs «ght< 
pence for chaff, and a shilling for feathers." 

"I don't mind paying while I've money," Hairietta 
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aaid hambly. "If youll please to charge me what ia 
right" 

"Well, ifa dieap enon^, lord knows; for since tlte 
duuiges there's no ganush this side. And for the third 
of the eaminga that* s 1^ to as, I'd not give fippenoe a 
week for all I" 

The man had dragged in, while she talked, a kind of 
wood^i trough for the bed, and set it in a comer. He 
had then departed for firing, and tetomed with a shovel- 
fol of burning coals, for the room was as ccdd as the 
grave. 

"There's a pump in the yard," the woman said, "and 
a can and basin, but yon must serve yooiBclf. And 
there's a pitcher for drinking. And yon can have fnmi 
the cook-shop what yon like to order in. Yonll have to 
keep your place clean ; but as long as yon behave your- 
self, we'll treat yon according. Only let qb have no 
scratching and screaming 1" she continued, "lumpen 
don't pay here. 111 warn yon. And for swoonings we 
just turn the tap on ! So do you take notice." And witii 
a satisfied look round, "For the rest, there's many a 
young woman that's not gone vrroug that's not so com- 
fortable as yon, my girl. And I'd have you know it" 

Henrietta coloured painfully. 

"I shall do very well," she said meekly. "But I've 
not done anything wrong." 

"Ay, ay," the woman answered unconcernedly, "they 
all say that I That's of course. But I can't stay talking 
here. Whaf d you like for your supper ? A pint of stout, 
■ad a plate of aria-mode? Or a chop ?" 

Henrietta reduced the order to tea and a white loaf 
and butter — if it could be got — and aaked meekly if she 
might have something to read. 
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Hie Zendal Chronicle waa promifled. "Youll have 
joxa meal at five," Mother Weighton continued. "And 
yoor light must be oat at eight, and yon'U have to 'tend 
eervice in cbapd on Sunday. By ntle your door should 
be locked at five; but as you're alone, and the lock's on 
the yard, 111 eay naught about thai You can have the 
nm of the yard as a favour and till another comes in." 

Then with a final look round she went oat, her patteus 
clinked across the court, and Henrietta heard the key 
turned in the outer door. 

She stood a moment pressing her hands to her eyes, 
■nd trying to control herself. At length she uncovered 
her eyes, and she looked again round the whitewashed 
cell. Yes, it was real. The flagged floor, the bendi, the 
table, the odd-looking bed in its wooden trou^i — all 
were real, bard, bare. And the solitude and the dreary 
silence, and the light that was beginning to fade 1 The 
place was far from her crude notion of a prison ; but in 
its cold, naked severity it was as far outside her previous 
experience. She was in prison, and this was her celt, 
that was her priaon-yard. And she was alone, quite, 
quite alone. 

A sob rose in her throat, and thrai she laughed a little 
hysterically, as she remembered their way with those who 
fainted. And sitting limply down, she warmed herself 
at the fire, and dried two or three tears. She looked 
about her again, eyed again the whitewashed walls, and 
listened. The silence was complete ; it almost f right^ied 
ha. And her door had no fastening on the inside. That 
fact moved her in the end to rise, and go out and explore 
the yard, that she might make sure before the light failed 
tiiat no one was locked in with her, that no one larked 
behind the closed cell doors. 
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He task was not long. She tried the five doore, and 
found them oil locked ; ehe knocked softly on them, and 
got no answer. Ilie pump, the iron basin, a welt scmb- 
bed bench, a conple of besoms, and a bucket, ehe had soon 
reviewed all that the yard held. Here was a trap or 
Jndas-hole in the outer door, and another, which trou- 
bled her, in the door of her cell. But on the whole the 
survey left her reassured and more at ease; the place, 
though cold, bare, and silwit, was her own. And when 
her tea and a dip-candle appeared at five she was able 
to show the jailor's wife a cheerful face. 

He woman had heard more of her story by this tim^ 
and eyed her with greater interest, and less rudely. 

"You'll not be afraid to be alone?" she said. "Tou've 
no need to be. You're safe enough here." 

"I'm not afraid," Henrietta answered meekly. "But 
— couldn't I have a fastening on my door, please?" 

" On the inside ? Lord, no I But I can lock you in if 
you like," with a grin. 

"Oh nol I did not mean thati" 

"Well, then you must just pu^ the table against the 
door. Ifs against rules," with a wink, "but I shan't be 
here to see." And pulling her woollen shawl more 
closely about her, she continued to stare at the girl. 
Presently, "Lord's sakea !" she said, "ifs a queer world ! 
I suppose you never was in a jail before? Never saw the 
inside of one, perhaps?" 

"No." 

"Ifs something political, I'm told," snuflSng the can- 
dle with her fingers, and resuming her inquisitive 
stare. 

Henrietta nodded. 

"With a man in it, of course I Drat the men I 'Otsy 
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do a plague; deal of mischief I ManT'a tlie decent lass 
that* B been transported becanee of them P 

Henrietta's smile faded soddenly. 

"I hope it's not as bad as that," she said. 

"Well, I don't know," scrutinising the girl's face. 
"Iffl for you to say. Tlie oEBcer that brought yon — 
quiU the gentleman too — told us it was something to do 
with a murder. But you know best," 

"I hope not 1" 

"Well, I hope not too 1 For if it be, itTl be mighty 
unpleasant for you. Ifs not three years since a lad I 
knew myself was sait across seas for just being oat at 
night with a rabbit-net. So it's easy done and soon 
over 1 And too late crying when the milk^s spilt" And 
once more snuffing the candle and telling Henrietta, to 
leave her door open until she had crossed the yard, she 
took herself off. Once more, but now with a sick qualm, 
the girl heard the key turned on her. 

"T^ransportation I" She did not know precisely what 
it meant j but she knew that it meant something very 
dreadful. "Transportation I Oh, it is impossible!" she 
murmured, "impossible 1 I hare done nothing I" 

Yet the word frightened her, the shadow of the thing 
haunted her. 'Hiese locks and bars, this solitude, this 
cold routine, was it possible that once in their clutch the 
victim slid on, helpless and numbed — to something 
worse? To-day, deaf to her protests, they had sent her 
here — sent her by a force which seemed outside them- 
selves. And no one had intervened in her favour. No 
one had stepped forward to save her or speak for her. 
Would the same thing befall her again? Would they try 
her in the same impersonal fashion — as if she were a 
thing, a chattel, — and find her guilty, condemn her, and 
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band her orsr to bmtsl o^aais, ani — she roM fran her 
bench, shuddering, nnalde to be&r the prospect. She had 
begun the deecent, most she sink to the bottom? Was 
it inevitable? Could she no longer fadp herself? Sick, 
shirenng with sndden fear she walked the floor. 

"Oh, it is impassible !" she cried, battling against her 
terror, and trying to reaesore herself, "It is impossi- 
ble I" And for the time she sncceeded b; a great effort 
in throwing off the nightmare. 

No one came near her again that evening. And quite 
earl; the dip bnmed low, and worn oat and tired she 
went to bed, only partially midressing heradf . TTie bed- 
ding, though rough and horribly coarse, was clean, and, 
little as she expected it, she fell asleep quickly in the 
strange stillness of the prison. 

She slept until an hour or two before dawn. T^ea she 
awoke and sat up with a child's cry in her ears. The im- 
pression was BO real, so vivid that the bare walls of the 
cell seined to ring vrith the plaintive voice. Quaking 
and perspiring she listened. She was sure that it was no 
dream; the voice had been too real, too clear; and she 
wondered in a panic what it could be. It was only slowly 
that she remembered where she was and recognised 
that no child's cry could reach her there. Nor was it 
until after a long interval that she lay down again. 

Even then she was not alone. The image of a little 
child, lonely, friendless, and terrified, stayed with her, 
crouched bv her nillow. sat wepninf^ in the dark comers 
of the cell haunted her. She tried ti shake off the de- 
lusiriTt. hnt the attemnt was in vain. Conscience, that in 
the derk hours before the dawn s11b^e(^s all to his scep- 
tre, be^ran to torment her. Had she acted riehtly? 
Ought she to have put the child flrtrt and her romantic 
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itotions BectmdP And if an; ill happened to it— and it 
waa a delicate, pnnj thing — ^wonld it lie at her door 7 

Bemorae b^an to rack her. She wondered that ahe 
had not thought more of the child, been wrung with pity 
for it, sympathised more deeply with ite feara and its 
DUBeiy, What, beside ite plight, waa hers? What, be- 
aide its terrore, were her fears? Thus tormenting her- 
self she lay for some time, and was glad when the light 
etole in and she could rise, cold as it was, and set her 
bed and her cell in order. By the time this was done, 
and she had paced for half an hour up and down to 
warm herself, a girl of eight, the jailor's child, came 
with a shovel of embers and helped her to light the fire — 
Btaring much at her the while. 

"Mother said I could help you make yoor bed," she 
began. 

Henrietta with a smile said that she had made it 
already. 

"Mother thought you'd be too fine to make it," still 
staring. 

"Well, you see I am not" 

"I am glad of that," the child answered candidly. 
"For mother said you'd have to come to it and to worse, 
if you were transported, miss." 

Henrietta winced afresh, and looked at the imp less 
kindly. 

"But I'm not going to be transported," she said posi- 
tively. "You're talking nonsense." 

"There's never been any one transported from here." 

"No?" with relief. "Then why should I be?" , 

"But there was a man hanged three years ago. It waa 
for stealing a lamb. Tliey didn't let me aee it" 

"And very right, too." 
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"Bst modia'* proDUKd" — vith triomph — ^flni if 
TOB're tnmfwrud I eh»II see it" Afur which tboc 
WM sknce vki!e the ctUd Etxnd. At hat, "An jva 
nadj for jonr bremkfiet now?" 

"YtM," aud poor Hairietti. "Bat I n not m; 
It tdl joarn 




CHAPTEB XXIV 

THE b5LB OONTINDED 

Mb. Sutton slept as ill on the oig^t of his Teeigna- 
tioQ as be hid ever slept in hie life. And many times as 
he tossed and turned on his bed he repented st leisure 
the step which he had taken in baste. Acting upon no 
pTevious determination, he bad sacrificed in the heat of 
temper his whole professional future. He bad staked bis 
all ; and he had done no good even to the canee be had 
at heart The act would not bear thinking upon ; cer> 
tainly it would not bear the cold light of early reflec- 
tion. And many, many times as he sighed upon bis un- 
easy pillow did be wish, as so many have wished before 
and since, that be could put back the clock. Had be left 
the room five minutes earlier, had he held hia tongue, 
however nngradously, had he thought before he spoke, 
be had done as much for Henrietta and he had done' no 
harm to himself. And be had been as free as he was 
now, to seek bis end by other means. 

For be had naught to do now but seek that end. He 
had not Mr. Pitt's nose in vain : he was nothing if be 
was not stubborn. And while Henrietta might easily 
have had a more discreet, she could hardly have had a 
more persevering, friend. Amid the wreck of his own 
fortunes, with bis professional future laid in ruins abont 
him, he clang steadfastly to the notion of righting her, 
and found in that and in the letter in his book, his only 
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etaj. At as early an hour as he ccHuidered decent, he 
would apply to Mr. Horayold, lay the evidence b^ore the 
Justice, and press for the girl's release; 

Unfoitniuitely, he lay so long reTalring the matter 
that at daybreak he fell asleep. The hoose was busy and 
no one gave a thonght to, him, and ten had struck before 
he came down and shamefacedly asked for his breakfast. 
Urs. Gilatm put it before him, but with a word of gird- 
ing at his laziness; which the good woman could not 
stomach, when half the countryside were on foot eearcb- 
ing for the boy, and when the unhappy father, after a 
night in the saddle, had left in a postchaise to follow up 
a clue at Keswick. Blameworthy or not, Mr. Sutton 
found the dday fatal. When he called on Mr. Homyold, 
the Justice was not at home. He had left the house and 
would not return until the fc^owing day. 

Sutton might have anticipated thia check, but he had 
not; and he walked back to the inn, plunged to the very 
lips in despondency. The activity of the people about 
him, their eagerness in the search, their enthusiasm, all 
rejected on him and sank him in his own esteem. Yet 
if he would, he could not share in these things or in 
these feelings. He stood outside them; his sympathies 
were fixed, obstinately fixed, elsewhere. And, alas, in 
the only direction in which he desired to proceed, and in 
which he discerned a possible issue, he was brought to a 
full stop. 

He was in the mood to feel email troubles sorely, and 
as he neared the inn he saw that Mrs. Gilson was stand- 
ing at the door. It vexed him, for he felt that he cut a 
poor figure in the landlady's eyes. He knew that he 
seined to her a sorry thing, slinking idly about the 
house, while others wroii^t and did. He feared her 
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sharp tongue sad vulgar tropes, and he made up his 
mind to pass by the house as if he did not see her. He 
was in the act of doing this, awkwardly and ccmsciously, 
with his eyes averted — when she called to him. 

"If you're looking for Squire Clyne," she said, in 
very much the tone he expected, "he's gone these three 
hours past and some to that !" 

"I waa not," he said. 

"Oh!" she anawered with sarcaam, "I suppose you 
are looking for the boy. Ton will not find him, I'm 
afraid, on the King's highroad !" 

"I was not looking for him," he answered churlishly. 

"More shame to you t" Mrs. Gilson cried, with a spark 
in her eye. "More shame to you 1 For you should bel" 

He flamed up at that, after the pasaionate manner of 
Buch men when roused. He stopped and faced her, 
trembling a little. 

"And to whom is it a shame," he cried, "that wicked, 
foul injustice is done? To whom is it a shame that the 
innocent are sent to herd with the guilty? To whom ia 
it a shame — woman I — that when there ia good, clear evi- 
dence put before their eyes, it is not read? Nor used? 
The boy?" vehemently, "the boy? Is he the only one to 
be considered, and sought and saved ? Is his case worse 
than hers? I too say shame!" 

Mrs. Gilson stared. "Lord save the man I" she cried, 
as much astonished as if a sheep had turned on her, 
"wiUi hia shames and his whome t He's as full of words 
as & Wensleydale of mites I I don't know what you are 
in the pulpit, your reverence, but on foot and in the road, 
Mr. Brougham was naught to you I" 

"He'd not the reason," the chaplain answered bitterly. 
And brought down by her remark — for his passion was 
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of the shortest — ^he tnmed, ajid was moving away, mo- 
rose and despondent, when the landlady called after 
him a second time, but in a more friendly tone. Feiv 
haps curiosity, perhaps some new p^rc^tion of the man 
moTsd her. 

"See here, yonr reverence," she s^d. "If you've a 
mind to show me this fine evidence of yours, I'm not for 
saying I'll not read it. Lord knows if a ill work going 
about like a hen with an egg she can't lay. So if you've 
a mind to get it off your mind, I'll send for my glasses, 
and be done with it." 

"Willyott?" he replied, his face flushing with the hope 
of making a convert "Will you? Then there, ma'am, 
there it is I It's the letter t^at villain sent to her to 
draw her to meet him that night. If you can't see from 
that what terms they were on, and that she had no choice 
but to meet him, I— but read it I Read it !" 

She called for her glasses and having placed them on 
her nose, set the nose at such an angle that she could 
look down it at the page. This was Mrs. Gilson's habit 
when about to read. But when all was arranged her 
face fell. "Oh dearl" she said, "it's all bits and scraps, 
like a broken curd ! Lord save the man, I can't read 
this. I canna make top nor tail of it I Here, let me take 
it inside. Truth is, I'm no scholar in the open air." 

The chaplain, trembling with eagemesB, set straight 
three or four bits of paper which he had deranged in 
opening the book. Then, not trusting it out of his own 
hands, he bore the book reverently into the landlady's 
snuggery, and set it on the table. Mrs. Gilson re- 
arranged her nose and glasses, and after gazing helplessly 
for a few moments at the broken screed, caught some 
thread of sense, clung to it desperately, and presently 
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began to Biurmur disjointed sentenceB in the tone of one 
who thought aloud. 

"tJm — ^mn — ^mn — um !" 

Had the chaplain been told a fortnight before that he 
would wait with bated breath for an old woman's opin- 
ion of a document, he would have laughed at the notion. 
But BO it was ; and when a ray of comprehenBion broke 
the frowning perplexity of Mrs. Gilson's face, and she 
muttered, "Lord ha' mercy! The villain!" atill more 
when an April cloud of mingled anger and pity eoftened 
her massive features — the chaplain's relief was itself a 
picture. 

"A plague on the rascal!" the good woman cried. 
" He's put it so as to melt a stone, let alone a silly child 
like that ! I don't know that if he'd put it so to me, 
when I was a lass, I'd have told on him. I don't tliink I 
would I" 

"If 8 plain that she'd no understanding with him I" 
Mr. Sutton cried eagerly. "You can see that, ma'aml" 

"Well, I think I can. The villain!" 

"It's quite clear that she had broken with him 1" 

"It does look so, poor lamb I" 

"Poor Iamb indeed I" Mr. Sutton replied with feel- 
ing. "Poor lamb indeed I" 

"Yet you'll remember," Mrs. Gilson answered — she 
was nothing if not level-headed — "he'd tJie lad to think 
of I He'd hJB boy to think of ! I am sure my heart bled 
for him when he went out this morning. I doubt he^d 
not slept a wink, and " 

"Do you think she slept either?" the chaplain asked, 
something bitterly ; and his eyes glowed in his pale face. 
"Do you consider how young she is and gently bred, 
ma*amF And where they've sent her, and to what?" 
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"Umph!" the landlady Teplied, and she rubbed ha 
ponderoiu cheek with the bowl of a pnnch-ladle^ and 
looked, frowning, at the letter. The operation, it was 
plain, clarified her thoughts ; and Mr. Sntton'a instinct 
told him to be mate. For a long minute the distant 
clatter of Uodest Ann's tongne, and the clink of pat- 
tens in the yard, were the only sounds that broke the 
lemon-laden silence of the room. Perhaps it was the 
glint of the fire on the tows of polished glass, perfa^w 
the sight of her own well-cushioned chair, perhaps onlj 
a memory of Henrietta's fair yonng face and piled-np 
hair that wrought upon the landlady. But whatever the 
canse she groaned. And then, "He ought to see this I" 
she Bud. "He surely ought I And dang me, he shall, 
if he leaves the house to-night! After all, two wrongs 
don't make a right. He's to Eeswick this morning, but 
an hour after noon he'll be back to learn if there's news. 
If s only here he can get news, and if he has not found 
the lad hell be back 1 And 111 put it on his plate " 

"God bless yon I" cried Mr, Sutton. 

"Ay, but I'm not saying hell do anything," the land- 
lady answered tartly. "If all's true the yonng madam 
has not behaved so well that shell be the worse for 
smarting a bit!" 

"She'll be much obliged to yon," said the chaplain 
humbly. 

"No, she'll mit f" Mrs. Gilson retorted. "Nor to you, 
don't you think it! She's a Tartar or I'm mistaken. 
You'll be obliged, you mean I" And she looked at the 
parson over her glasses aa if she were appraising him in 
a new character. 

"I've been to Mr. Homyold," he said, "but he wss 
out and will not be back until to-morrow." 
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"Ay, he's more in his boots than on his knees most 
days," the landlady answered. "But what I've siud. 111 
do, that's flat And here's the coach, so it's twelve noon." 

She taggei at the cord of the yard bell, and its lond 
jangle in a twinkling roused the house to activity and 
the stables to frenzy. He fresh tesm were led jingling 
and prancing out of the yard, the ostlers running beside 
them. Modest Ann and her underling hastened to show 
themselves on the steps of the inn, and Mrs. Qilson her- 
self passed into the passage ready to welcome any vis- 
itor of consequence. 

Mr. Bishop and two Lancashire ofBcers who had been 
poshing the quest in the Fnmess district descended from 
the outside of the coach. But th^ brought no news; 
and Sutton, as soon as he learned this, did not linger 
with thou. The landlady's offer could not have any im- 
mediate result, since Clyne was not expected to return 
before two; and the chaplain, to kill time, went out at 
the back, and climbed the hill. He walked until he was 
tired, and then he turned, and at two made his way back 
to the inn, only to learn that Clyne had not yet arrived. 
None the less, the short day already showed signs of 
drawing in. T^ere was snow in the sky. It hung heavy 
above Langdale Pikes and over the long ragged screes 
of Bow Fell. White cushions of cloud were piled one on 
the other to the northward, and earth and sky were alike 
depressing. Weary and despondrait, Sutton wandered 
into the house, and sitting down before the first fire he 
found, be fell fast asleep. 

He awoke with a confused murmur of voices in his 
ears. The room was dark save for the firdight; and for 
ft few seconds he fancied that he was still alone. The 
men whose talk be heard were in another part of the 



v^Bc i« wK, b^ ni c^f^-^ zrxT igt^ vii^ & hai^ 
«f, tun^ti <sd ixrprwii. s>i skv ca: C^i;c3 C!ts^ 
tix' ';th«r tic-^ -rf tae banii- Ha vai im hs rt:'~g faoate 

S£^ W» ^r!M£6d to C3e VKa. 

Hit bee vai pals' tbiM nsal, isd hk poe told of 

"Atu^ man xvt^r* be npod^ "Kin't joa 
h<6ar a*?" 

"Ho, I — I was donng,'* the '■*'*pi«"i faltoed, M he 
pot tank hif ctair, 

**Jtut »," Clrne umered drflr. "I widi I eovld 
»l<«p. Well, listen dow. I hare been back an boor, and 
I hare read ihlt." He laid hia band oa an object on tbe 
table, and Sutbm with joj saw that the object was the 
btnA which he had left with Hib. GiUon. **! am aonj," 
Clyne cootinned in a ocnutnined tone, "that I did not 
Tead it last evening. I was wrong. Bat — God bdp me, 
J tbink I am ^most mad ! Anyway I have read it nov, 
•od I credit it, and I think that — she has been liarshlj 
tnaiml. And I am here to tell yoa," a little more dis- 
tinctly, "that 7011 can arrange the matter to your aatis- 
faction, air." 

Button stared. "Do you mean," he said, "that I may 
arrange for her release?" 

"I have HC-ttled that," Clyne answered. "Mr. Homyold 
iH not at home, but I have Been Mr. Le Fleming, and 
have given bail for her appearance when required ; and 
here in Lc Fleming's order for her release. I have 
ordered a poetehaise to be ready and it will be at the dow 
in ten miaates." 
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"But then — all ia done?" the chaplain said. 

"Except fetching her back," Clyne answered. "She 
moet come here. 'Riere is nowhere else for her to go. 
Bot I leave that to you, since her rdeaee is due to jou. 
I have done her an injustice, and done you one too. But 
God knows," he continued bitterly, *^ot without proro- 
cation. Nor willingly, nor knowingly." 

"I am sure of that," the chaplain answered meekly. 

"Yes. Of course," Clyne continued, awkwardly, "I 
shall not consider what you said to me as said at all. On 
the C(mtrary, I am obliged to you for doing yoor duty, 
Mr. Sutton, whatever the motive." 

"The motive " 

"I do not say," stiffly, "that the motive was an im« 
proper one. Not at all. I cannot blame you for follow- 
ing np my own plan." 

"I followed my feelings," Mr. Sutton relied, with s 
fresh stirring of resentment. 

"Exactiy. And therefore it seems to me that as she 
owes her release to your exertions, it is right that you 
should be the one to communicate the fact to her, and 
the one to bring her away." 

Hie chaplain saw that his patron, persuaded that there 
was more between them than he had supposed, fell back 
on the old plan ; that he was willing to give him the op- 
portunity of pushing his suit. And the blood mshed to 
his face. If she could be brought — if she could be 
brou^t to look favourably on him I Ah, then indeed 
he was a happy man, and the dark night of despondency 
.would be followed by a mom of joy. But with the quick- 
ness of light his thoughts passed over the various occa- 
sions — ^they were very few — on which he had addressed 
her. And — end an odd thing happened. It happened, 
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perhjuw, berasse with P*** ph«p1«in ^)ig »"«ttTT wis no 
longer a question of ambition, but of lore. "Yaa hsra 
no newB?" he ssid. 

"Nona And Nadin," with tnttemeoB, "Kcsns to be at 
the end of his resources." 

"ThCT, Captain Cljne," Satton replied impoIsiTdT, 
"there is bnt one way I There is bat <Hie thing to be 
done. It is not I, but yon, who most bring Hiss Darner 
back. She may still speak, bnt not for me I" 

" And certainly not for me !" Clyne answered, his face 
flashing at the recollection of his riolence. 

" For yoQ rather than for any one 1" 

"Uo, no!" 

"Yes," the chaplain rejoined firmly. "I do not know 
how I know it," he contanaed with dignity, "but I know 
it For one thing, I am not blind. Mise Darner has 
never given me a word or a look of eoconnigemmt. If 
ehe thanks me," he spoke with eomething like a tear in 
his eye, "it will be mach — the kind of thanks you. Cap- 
tain Clyne, give the servant that lacqners yoor boots, <» 
the dog that fetches your stick. Bat yoa — ^with you it 
will be different." 

"She has no reason to thank m^" Clyne decUied. 

"Yet she will." 

"No." 

"She will!" Sutton answered fervoitly — he was de> 
termined to carry out his impulsive act of anselfisbneBS. 
"And, thank yon or not thank you, she may speak. She 
will speak, when released, if ever I She is one who will 
do nothing under compulsion, nothing under durance. 
But ahe will do much — for love." 

Clyne looked with astonishment at the chaplain. He, 
like Mrs. Gilson^ was appraising him afresh, was finding 
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Bomething new in him, Bomething nnexpected. "How do 
yon know ?" he asked, his cheeks reddening. 

There were for certain tears in Mr. Sutton's eyes now. 

"I don't know how I know," he said, "but I do. I 
know I Go and fetch her; and I think, I think she will 
speak." 

Clyne thonght otherwise, and had good reason to 
think otherwise ; a reason which he was ashamed to tell 
his chaplain. But in the face of his own view he was 
impressed by Satton's belief. The suggestion was at 
least a straw to which he could cling. Failing other 
mean^^rand the ardour of his assistants in the search 
was beginning to flag — why should he not try this? Why 
should he not, threats failing, throw himself at the girl's 
feet, abase himself, htmible himself, try at least if he 
could not win by prayer and humility what she had re- 
fused to force. 

It was a plan little to the man's taste ; grievous to his 
pride. But for his son's sake, for the innocent boy's 
sake, he was willing to do even this. Moreover, with all 
his coldness, he had sufficient nobility to feel that he 
owed the girl the fullest amends in his power. He had 
laid hands on her. He had treated her — no matter what 
the provocation — cruelly, improperly, in a manner de- 
grading to her and disgraceful to himself. His face 
flushed as he recalled the scene and his violence. Now 
it was hers to triumph, hers to blame : nor his to with* 
hold the opportunity. 

"I will go," he said, after a brief perturbed silence. 
"I am obliged to you for your advice. You think that 
there is a chance she will speak F" 

"I do," Sutton answered manfully. "I do." And he 
eaid more to the same purpose. 
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But later, when the hot fit ebbed, he wondered at Iiun- 
eelf . What had come over him ? Why had he, vbo had 
80 little while his patroa had so much, giv^ up his ewe 
lamb, hifl one chance ? Reason answered, because he had 
no chance and it was wise to make a virtue of neceaait?. 
But he knew that, a day or two before, he would have 
snapped his fingers at reason, he would have clung to hia 
forlorn hope, he would have made for his own advantage 
by the nearest road. What then had changed him? 
What had caused him to set the girl's happiness before 
hia own, and whispered to him that there was only one 
way by which, smirched and discredited as she was, she 
whom he loved could reach her happiness F He did not 
answer the question, perhaps he did not know the an- 
swer. But wandering in Qie darkness by the lake-side, 
with the first snowfiakes falling on his shoolders, he 
cried again and again, " God bless her I God bless her I" 
with tears running down his pale, insignificant face. 




CHAPTER XX^ 

f BISON ETPEBIENOBS 

Whbk Henrietta rose on the second morning of her 
imprisonment, and op^ied her door and looked out, she 
met with an nnpleasant smprise. Snow had faJIen in 
the night, and laj almost an inch deep in the yard. The 
sheet of dazzling white cast the dingy spiked wall and 
the mean cell-doors into grey relief. But it was not this 
contrast, nor the memory of childish winters with their 
pleasnrea — though that memory took her by the throat 
and promised to choke her — that filled her with imme- 
diate dismay. It was the difficnlty of performing the 
prison duties, of going beyond her door, and refilling her 
water-pitcher at the pump. To cross the yard in san- 
daled shoes — such as she and the girls of that day wore 
— was to spoil her shoes and wet her feet Yet she could 
not live without water ; the more as she had an instinc- 
tive fear of losing, under the pressure of hardship, those 
refinements in which she had been bred. At length she 
was about to venture out at no matter what cost, when 
the door of the yard opened, and the jailor's wife came 
stumbling through the snow on a pair of pattens. She 
carried a second pair in her hand, and she seemed to be 
in anything but a pleasant humour. 

"Here's a mess I" she said, throwing down the pattens 
and looking about her with disgust- "By rights, you 
should set to work to clear this away, before it's naming 



284 PRISON EXFERIBNCBS 

all of a thaw into your room. Bnt I dare sa; it viU 
wait till midday — ^it don't get much enn here — and my 
good man will come and do it. Anyways, there are some 
pattens, so that yon can get abont — there's as good as 
you haTe gone on pattens before now ! Ay, and mopped 
the floor in them I And by-and-by my girl will bring 
you some fire 'gainst yon're ready for your breakfast" 

"I'm ready whenever the breakfast is ready," H«iri- 
etta answered, as cheerfully as she could. She was 
shivering with cold. 

"Ah, well, ah, well, my lass!" the woman answered 
snappishly, ''there's worse troubles in the world than 
waiting for your breakfast. For the Lord's sake, dcm't 
you get complaining." 

"I wasn't complaining, indeed 1" Henrietta said. 

"Think of the doing we've bad this night!" 

"I heard," the girl answered. And an involuntary 
shudder escaped her. "It was dreadful I dreadful !" 

"You'd ha' thou^t so," ungraciously, "if you had 
had to deal with the lad yourself I Never was such a 
Jack o' Bedlam I I wonder all our heads aren't broke." 

"Is he often like that?" Henrietta asked. 

For she had lain awake many hours of the night, 
trembling and trying to close her ears against the rav- 
ings of a madman; who was confined in the next yard, 
and who had suffered an access of mania during the 
night The prisons of that day served alao for mad< 
houses. 

"No, but once in the month or so," the jailor's wife 
answered. "And often enough, drat him ! Doctor says 
he'll go off in one of these Bedlam fits, and the Boaner 
the better, I say 1 But I'm wasting my time and catch- 
ing my death, gosaipping with you ! Anyway, drait yon 




complaJD, young woman," severely. '"Hiere's worse c^ 
than yoQ I" And ehe clattered abruptly away, and Hen- 
rietta was left to patten her road to the pomp and back, 
and afterwards to finish her toilette in what shivering 
comfort she might 

For a prisoner, she might not have much of which to 
complain. But though that was not the day of bedroom 
fires, or rubber water-bottles, and luxury stopped at 
the warming-pan, or the heated brick, there are degrees 
of misery, and this degree was new to her. 

However, the woman was better than her word, for 
in a short time her child appeared, painfully bearing at 
arm's length a shovelful of live embers. And the fire 
put a new face on things. Breakfast sent in from out* 
side followed, and waa drawn out to the utmost for the 
sake of the employmrait which it afForded. For time bung 
heavy on the girl's hands. She had long exhausted the 
Kendal Chronicle; and a volume of "Sermons for Per- 
sons under Sentence of Death" — the property of the 
gaol — she had steadfastly refused. Other reading there 
was none, and she was rather gratified than troubled 
when she espied a thin trickle of water stealing under 
the door. The snow in the yard was melting; and it 
was soon made plain to her that if she did not wish to 
be flooded sb* must act for hcrEelf, 

The task waa not very congenial to a girl gently bred, 
and who had all her life aseoeiated such work with Doll 
and a mop. But on her first entrance into the gaol she 
had resolved to do, as the lesser of two evils, whatever she 
should be told to do. And the thing might have been 
worse, for there was no one to see hor at work. She 
kilted up ber skirt and donned the pattens, put on her 
hood, and taking a broom from the comer of the yard 
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began to sweep vigorouslj, first removing the snow from 
the fiags before her door, and then, as the space she had 
cleared grew wider, gathering the snow into a heap a.t the 
lower end of the yard. 

She was soon warm and in the full enjoyment of 
action. But in no long time, as was natural, she tired, 
and paused to rest and look about her, supporting her- 
self by the broom-handle. A robin alighted on a spike 
on the top of the wall, and flirting its tail, eyed her in a 
friendly way, with its head on one aide. Then it flew 
away — it could fly away 1 And at the thought, 

"What," she wondered, "would come of it all? What 
would be the end for her ? And had they found the boy ?" 

Already it seemed to her that she had lain a week, a 
month in the gaol. The people outside must have for- 
gotten her. Would she be forgott«i? Would they leave 
her there? 

Bat she would not give way to such thoughts, and she 
set to work again with new energy. Swish I swish I Her 
hands were growing sore, but she had nearly finished the 
task. She looked complacently at the wide space she 
had cleared, and stooped to pin up one side of her gown 
which had slipped down. Then, swish I swish ! with re- 
newed vigour, unconscious that the noise of her sweep- 
ing drowned the grating of the key in the lock. So that 
she was not aware until a voice struck hw ear, that she 
was no longer alone. 

Then she wheeled about so sharply that, unused to 
pattens, she stumbled and all but fell. The accident 
added to her vexation. Her face turned red as a beet 
For inside the door of the yard, contemplating her with 
a smile at once familiar and unpleasant, stood Mr. 
Homyold. 
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"Dear, dear," he said, aa ehe glowered at him resent- 
fully, aehamed at once of her short skirts and the task 
that compelled them. '"ITiey shouldn't have put you to 
this I Though I'm sure a prettier sight jon'd go far to 
seel But yonr hands are infinitely too white and soft, 
my dear — much too white and pret^ to be spoiled by 
broom-handles 1 I must speak to Uother Weighton 
ahoat it." 

"Perhaps if you would kindly go out a moment," she 
said with ^irit, "it were better. I could then put my- 
self in order." 

"Not for the world!" Mr. Hornyold retorted, with 
something between a leer and a wink. "You're very 
well as you arel" with a look at her ankles. "There's 
nothing to be ashamed of, I'm Bure, but the contrary. 
I'm told that Lady Jersey at AlmacVs shows more, and 
with a hundred to see I So you need not mind. And 
you could not look nicer if you'd done it on purpose." 

With a jerk she disengaged her shoea from the pat- 
tens, dropped the broom, and made for the door of her 
room, with such dignity as her kilted skirt left her. But 
before she reached it : 

"Steady, my lady," said Mr. Hornyold in a tone no 
longer wheedling, but harsh and pereiiiptory, "you're 
forgetting! You are in gaol, and you'll be pleased to 
stop when you're told, and do as you're told ! Don't you 
be in such a hurry, my dear. I am here to learn if you 
have any complaints." 

"Only of your presence !" she cried, her face burning. 
"If you have come here only to insult me, I have heard 
enough." 

And having gained her cell in spite of him, she tried 
to slam the door in his face. 
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But he had had time to approach, and he set the 
handle of hia whip between door and iamb, and stopped 
her. 

"I'm not come for that, I tell you, you pretty apit- 
fire," he said; "I've come to hear if you have any cwn- 
plainta of your treatment here." 

"I have not I" she cried. 

"Come, come," he rejoined, checking her with a grin, 
"you must not ansver the Visiting Justice in that tone. 
Say, *I have none, sir, I thank you kindly,' — that's the 
proper form, my dear, Tou'll know better another time. 
Or" — smiling more broadly as he read the angry refusal 
in her eyes — "we shall have to put you to beat hemp. 
And tiiat were a pity. Those pretty hands would soon 
lose their softness, and those dainty wrists that ore not 
much bigger than my thumba would be sadly spoiled. 
But we won't do that," indulgently. "We are never hard 
on pretty girls as long as they behave themselves." 

She looked round wildly, but there was no escape. 
She could retreat no farther. The man filled the door- 
way ; the room lay open to his insolent eyes, and he did 
not spare to look, 

"Weat as a pinl" he said complacently. "Just as it 
should be, A place for everything, and everything in 
its place. I've nothing but praise for it. I never 
thought that it would ever be my lot to commend Mtes 
Damer for the neatness of her chamber I But — good 
Lord!" with surprise, "what's the matter with your 
wrist, my girl ?" 

"Nothing," she said, the angry scarlet of her cheek 
turning a shade deeper. 

"Nothing? Oh, but there isl" he returned peremp- 
torily. 
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"Nothingl" she repeated fiercely. "Nothing! Ifs 
nothing that matters I" 

Oh, how she hated the man I Hov she loathed his red, 
insolent grin ! Would he never leave her ? Was she to 
be exposed, day by day, and hour by hour, to this horror? 

He eyed her shrewdly, 

"Yon haven't been turning stubborn ?" he said, "have 
you? And they've had to handle you already? And 
bring you to your Bensea ? And bo they have eet you to 
brooming? Bat Bishop," with a frown, "gave me no 
notion of that. He said you came like a lamb." 

"It's not that!" she cried, "It's nothing." It was 
not only that she was ashamed of the mark on her arm, 
and shrank from showing it. But his leering, insolent 
face terrified her. Though he was not tipsy, he had 
spent the small hours at a club; and the old port 
still hammed in his brain. "It's not that," she re- 
peated firmly, and more quietly, hoping to get rid of 
him. 

"Here," he answered, "let me look at it" 

"No !" 

"Pooh, nonsense I" he replied, pressing his advantage, 
and entering the cell. "Nonsense, girl, let me look at 
it." He stepped nearer, and peremptorily held out his 
band. He could touch her. She could feel his hot 
breath on her cheek. "There's no room here for airs 
and tempers," he continued. "How, if I don't see it, 
am I to know that they have not been ill-treating you? 
Show me your wrist, girl." 

But she recoiled from him into the farthest comer, 
holding her arms behind her. Her face was a picture 
of passionate defiance. 

"Don't touch mel" she cried. "Don't come near mel 
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You've no right to touch me. They have not hurt my 
wrist I tell you it is nothing. And if you lay a finger 
on ma I will scream !" 

"Then," he said coolly, "they'll put you in a strait 
waistcoat, my lass, like the madman nest door. Tha^s 
all I You're migh^ particular, but you forget where you 
are." 

"You forget that I am a gentlewoman!" she cried. 
8he could not retreat farther, but she looked at him as 
if she could have killed him. "Stand back, sir, I say I" 
she contiuued fiercely. " If you do not " 

"What will you do?" he asked. He enjoyed the sitna> 
tion, hut he was not sure how far it would be prudent to 
push it. If he could contrive to surprise her wrist it 
would be odd if he could not snatch a kiss ; and it was 
his experience — in his parish— that once fairly kissed, 
young women came off the high horse, and proved 
amenable. "What'll you do," he continued facetiously, 
"you silly little prude?" 

"Do?" she panted. 

"Ay, Miss Dainty Darner, what'll you do?" with a 
feigned movement as if to seize her. "You're sot on 
the highway now, you know 1 Nor free on bail ! Nor is 
there a parson here !" 

There he stopped — a faint, faint sound had fallen 
on bis ear. He looked behind him, and stepped back 
as if a string drew him. And his face changed marvel- 
lously. In the doorway stood, hat in hand, the last 
person in the world he wished to see there — Captain 
Clyne. 

Clyne did not utter a syllable, but he beckoned to the 
other to come out to him. And, with a chap-fallen look 
and a brick-red face, Homyold complied, and went out 
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Clyne closed the door on the girl — ^that she might not 
bear. And the two men alone in the yard confronted 
one another. Clyne'a face was dark. 

"I overheard your last words, Mr. Hornyold," he said 
in a voice tow but stern. "And you are mistaken. There 
is ft parson here — who has forgotten that he is a gentle- 
man. It is well for him, very well, that having forgot- 
ten that fact he remains a parson." 

Hornyold tried to bluster, tried to face the other down 
and save the situation. "I don't understand yon I" he 
said, "What does this mean?" He was the taller man 
and the bigger, but dyne's air of contemptuous mastery 
made him appear the smaller. "I don't understand 
you," he repeated. "The young lady — I merely came 
to visit her," 

"The less," Clyne retorted, cutting him short, "said 
about her the better I I understand perfectly, sir," with 
severity, "if you do not! Perfectly. And I desire you 
to understand that it is your cloth only that protects you 
from the punishment you deserve!" 

"That's easy said!" Hornyold answered with a poor 
attempt at defiance. " Easy t What ! Are we to have 
all this fuse about a chit that " 

"Silence, sirl" And Clyne's voice rang bo loud that 
the other not only obeyed but stepped back, as if he 
feared a blow. "Silence, sir ! I know you well enough, 
and your past, to know that you cannot afford a scandal. 
And you know me I I advise you, therefore, when you 
have passed that door" — he pointed to the door leading 
to the prison lodge, "to keep a still tongue, and to treat 
this lady's name with respect. If not for the sake of 
your own character, for the sake, at any rate, of your ill- 
earned stipends." 
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"Fine wordfi!" Homyold muttered, with a aneer of 
bravado. 

"I will make them good," Clyne answered. And the 
look and the tone were such that the other, high ae he 
wished to carry it, thought discretion the better part. 
He turned, still sneering, on his heel, and cutting the 
air with his whip made his way with what dignity he 
might to the door. He hesitated an instant and thai dift- 
appeared, raging inwardly. 

"Rie moment he was gone Clyne's face relaxed. He 
passed his hand over his brow as if to recall his thoughts, 
and he sighed deeply. Then turning he went slowly to 
Hrarietta's door and tapped on it. The girl opened. 
"May I speak to you ?" he said. 

She did not answer, but she stepped out. She had 
recovered her self-control — qnickly and completely, as 
women do; and her face told nothing. Whatever she 
thought of his intervention and of the manner in which 
he had routed Hornyold, she made no sign. She waited 
for him to speak. Yet she was aware not only of hia 
downcast carriage, but of the change which sleepless 
nights and days of unutterable suspense had wrought in 
his face. His features were thinner and sharper, hie 
temples more hollow : and there was a listening, hungry 
look in his eyes which did not quit them even when he 
dealt with other things than his loss. 

"I have brought an order for your release," he 
said without an attempt at preface. "I have given 
bail for your appearance when needed. You are free 
to go. You have not to thank me, however, but Mr. 
Sutton, who discovered the letter that was writtrai to 
you " 

She interrupted him by an exclamation. 
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"The letter," he continued mechajiically, "that was 
written to ;ou making an appointment." 

"Impoflflible!" she cried. "I destroyed it." 

"He pnt it together again," he answered in the same 
tone. "I — we are all indebted to him. Deeply indebted 
to him 1 I don't know that there is anything more to be 
said," he continued dully, "except that I have come to 
take yon back. I was coming last evening, but the snow 
prevented me," 

"And that ia all — ^you have to eay?" 

He raised his eyes to hers with bo much Badness in 
their depths, with such utter dejection in his looks, that 
in spite of all her efforts to keep it alive, her anger 
drooped. "Except that I am sorry," he said. "I am 
eorry. We have treated you — badly amongst ns." 

"You !" she said vindictively, 

"I, if yon like. Yes, I, It is true." 

She called up tiie remembrance of the severity vith 
which he had judged her and the violence of which her 
wriet still wore the traces. She pictured the disgrace of 
the prison and her fears, the nights of apprdiension and 
the days of loneliness, ay, and the insolence of the wretch 
who had just left her — she owed all to him ! All I And 
yet she could not keep her anger hot. She tried, 'She 
tried to show him something of what she felt. "You I" 
she repeated. "And now you think," bitterly, "that I 
shall bear to go back to the place from which you sent 
me ? Sent me in open disgrace — in that man's charge — 
with no woman with me?" 

"God help met" he aaid. "I know not what to think 
or do I I thought that if I took yon back myself, that 
would perhaps be best for all." 

She was silent a moment, and then, "I have been very. 
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very nnhappy," she said in a difCerect tone. And even 
while she said it she wondered why she complained to 
him, instead of accnsing him, and blaming him. 

"I believe it," he said slowly. "We have wronged one 
another. Let it stand at that." 

"You believe, you do believe now," she said, "that I 
had no hand in stealing him?" 

"I do." 

"And knew naught of it," she insisted earnestly, "be- 
fore or after ?" 

"I do." 

"I would have cut ofE my hand first!" she said. 

"I believe it," he answered sorrowfully. 

Then they were both silent. And she wondered at 
herself. Why did she not hate him? Why did she not 
pour ont on him the vials of her indignation? He had 
treated her badly, always badly. "Kie wrong which ahe 
had done him in the first place, he had avenged by a 
gross insult to her womanhood. Then not satisfied with 
that, he had been quick to believe the worst of her. He 
had been violent to her, he had bullied her : and when be 
found that she was not to be wrung to compliance with 
his orders, he had degraded her to a public prison as if 
she had been the worst of her sex — ^instead of his kith 
and kin. Even now when his eyes were open to his in- 
justice, even now when he acknowledged that he owed 
amends, he came to her with a few poor words, meagre, 
scanty words, a miserable "I am sorry, you are free." 
And that was all. That was all I 

And yet her rage drooped cold, her spirit seemed dead. 
The scathing reproaches, the fierce truths which had 
bubbled to her lips aa she lay feverish on her prison-bed, 
the hot tears which had scalded her eyes, now that she 
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might give them vent, now that he might be woimded b; 
them and made to eee his miserableness — ^were not ! She 
stood mute and pale, wondering at the change, wonder* 
ing at her mildness. And when he said meekly, "The 
chaise is ready, will you make your preparations ?" ehe 
went to do his bidding a& if she had done nothing but 
obey him all her life. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

A BECOKCILIATION 

Whbk she had filled her band-box, and vith a tearful 
laugh looked her last on the cell, she emerged from the 
yard. She found Captain Clyne awaiting her with his 
hand on the key of the prison gate. He saw her look 
doubtf lUly at the closed lodge-door ; and he misread the 
look. 

"I thought," he said, "that you would wish to be 
spared seeing more of them. I have," with a faint smile, 
"authority to open." 

"Oh !" she answered, wrinkling her pretty brow in per- 
plexity. "But I must see them, please. They have not 
been unkind to me, and I should not like to go without 
thanking them." 

And before he could remonstrate, she had pushed open 
the lodge door and gone within. 

"Now, Mrs. Weighton," he heard her cry, "you'll give 
me a character, won't you? I've behaved well now, 
haven't I ?" 

"Yes, miss, I'll say that," the woman answered 
stolidly. 

"I haven't scratched nor screamed, and I've done as 
I've been bid? And you've had no use for the pump 
water ?" 

"I wish you hadn't swept out the yard," grudgingly; 
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" 'twas no order of mine, you'll remember. And don't 
yon go and aay that I've treated you ill I" 

"I'll not! Indeed, I'll not!" Henrietta cried in a dif- 
ferent tona "I'll say you treated me very well. And 
that is for your little girl to make ap for her disappoint- 
ment. She'll be sorry I'm not going to be transported," 
with a hint of laughter in her voice. "And, Mre. Weigh- 
ton, I'm going to ask you something." 

"Well) miss? If it is to oblige you?" 

"Then, will you," in a tone touched by feeling, "if 
you have aom^ day another like me, will you be as good 
to her ? And remember that she may not have done any- 
thing wrong after all ? Will you promise me?" 

"I will, miss," Mrs. Weighton answered — very gra- 
ciously for her. "But there, it isn't all has your sense! 
lliey takes and runa their heads against a brick wall! 
Either they scratches and screams, or they sulks and 
starves. And then we've to manage them, and we get the 
blame. I see you looked white and shivering when you 
come in, and I thought we'd have trouble with you. But 
tiiere, you kept yourself in hand, and showed your sense 
— it's breeding does it — and you've naught to complain 
of in consequence. Wishing you well and kindly, miss I" 

"I shall come to you for a character!" Henrietta re- 
plied with a laugh. 

And she came out quickly and joined Captain Clyne, 
who, waiting with his hand on the lock, had heard all. 
He saw that though she laughed there was a teax in her 
eye; and the mingling of gaiety and sensibility in her 
conduct and her words was not lost upon him. She 
seemed to be bent on putting him in the wrong ; on prov- 
ing to him that she was not the silly-pated child he had 
deemed her! Even the praise of this jailor's wife, a 



298 A RBCONCILIATION 

coarse, croes-grained woman, sounded reproachfully in 
his ears. She was a better judge, it seemed, than he. 

He put Henrietta into the chaise — the brisk, cold air 
of the winter morning was welcome to her; and they act 
off. Gnawed as he was by unhappy thoughts, wretchedly 
anxious as he was, he was silent for a time. He knew 
what he wanted, but he was ashamed to clutch at that 
advantage for the sake of which Sutton had resigned to 
him the mission. And for a long time he sat mute and 
brooding in hia comer, the bright reflection of the snow 
adding pallor to his face. Yet he had eyes for her: he 
watched her without knowing it And at the third mile- 
stone from Kendal, a little beyond Bamside, he saw her 
shiver. 

"I am afraid yon are cold?" he said, and wondering 
at the role he played, he drew the wraps closer about her 
— with care, however, that his fingers should not touch 
her. 

"No," she answered frankly. "I am not cold. But I 
remember passing that mile-stone. I was almost sick 
with fright when I passed it. So that it was all I could 
do not to try to get out and escape." 

This was a revelation to him ; and not a pleasant one. 
He winced, 

"I am sorry," he said. "I am very sorry." 

"Oh, I felt better when I was once in the prison," she 
answered lightly. "And with Mrs. Weighton. Before 
that I was afraid that there might be only men." 

He suffered, in the hearing, something of the humilia- 
tion which she had undergone; was she not of his blood 
and his class— and a woman? But he could only say 
again that he was sorry. He was sorry. 

A little later he forgot her in his own trouble: in 
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thoughts of bis child, thoughts which tortured him un- 
ceasingty, and became more active as hie return to the 
Low Wood suggested the possibility of news. At one 
moment he saw the lad stretched on a pallet, ill and 
neglected, with no eye to pity, no hand to soothe; at 
another he pictured him in some dark hiding-place with 
fear for his sole companion. Or again he saw him beaten 
and ill-treated, shrieking for the father who had been 
always to him as heaven, omniscient and omnipotent — 
but shrieking in vain. And then the thought that to 
one so weak and young a little added hardship, another 
day of fear, an insignificant delay, might prove fatal — it 
was this thought that wrung the heart most powerfully, 
and went far towards maddening the man. 

As he sat watching the enow-covered fell elide by the 
chaise window, he was unconscious how clearly his mis- 
ery was stamped on hia features; or how pitiful was the 
hunger that lurked in the hollows under his eyes. But 
when the pace slackened, and the carriage began to crawl 
up the long hill beyond Broadgate, a faint sound caught 
his ear, and he remembered where he was, and turned. 
He saw that she was crying. 

The same words came to his lips. 

"I am sorry. I am very sorry," he said. "But it is 
over now." 

"It's not that," she sobbed. "I am sorry for you! 
And for him ! The poor boy I The poor boy ! Last 
night — no, it was the night before — I thought that he 
called to me. I thought that he was there in the room 
witii me !" 

"Don't I" he faltered. "I cannot bear it! Don't!" 

But she did not heed. 

"Tea," she repeated. "And ever since, ever since I've 
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beea thinking of him I I've wondered, I've wondered if 
I did right!" 

He was silent, striving to regain control of himself. 
But at last, 

"Bight in saying nothing?" he asked. 

His voice shook a little, and he kept his eyes averted. 

"Yes. I didn't know" — a little wildly — ^"I didn't 
know what to do. And then yon threatened me, and I — 
it seemed unreasonable. For I wanted to help yon, I did, 
I did indeed. But I dared not, I dared not give him 
up I I could not have his blood on my hands after — ^you 
know." 

"But you no longer — care for him?'* 

"I loathe him !" she answered with a shudder. "But 
you see how it is. He trusted me, and I — ^how can I 
betray him ? How can I ? How can I ?" 

It was his business to prove to her that she could, that 
she ought, that she must; he was here to press her to it, 
to persuade her, to cajole her to it, if necessary. He had 
come for that. But the words it behoved him to use 
stuck in his throat. And the chaise rolled on, and rolled 
on. And still, but with the sweat standing on his brow, 
he sat silent, looking out on the barren landscape, as the 
stone fences slid quickly by, or open moorland took their 
place. In ten minutes they would be at the Low Wood. 
Already through her window she could see the long 
stretch of sparkling water, and the wooded isles, and the 
distant smoke of Ambleside. 

Their silence was a tragedy. She could save him by a 
word, and she could not say the word. She dared not 
say it. And he— the pleas he should have used died on 
his lips. It behoved him to east himself on her mercy; 
he was here for that purpose. It behoved him to work 
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on her feelings, to plead with her, to weep, to pray. And 
he did not, he coiUd not. And the minutes passed ; the 
wheeb rolled and rolled. Soon they would be at the end 
of their journey. He was like a famishing man who sees 
a meal within reach, but cannot touch it ; or like one 
oppressed by a terrible nightmare, who knows that he 
has but to say a word, and he is freed from the incubus — 
yet his tongue refuses its office. And now the carnage, 
having climbed the rise, began to roll more quickly down 
the hill. In a very few minutes they would be at the end 
of their journey. 

Suddenly — "What can we do?" she cried, piteoualy. 
"What can we do? Can we do nothing? Nothing?" 

And neither of the two thought the union of interests 
strange; any more than in their absorption they noted 
the strangeness of this drive in company — over some of 
the very road which she had traversed when she eloped 
with another to avoid a marriage with him. 

He shook his head in dumb misery. Three days of sus- 
pense, and as many sleepless nights, the wear and tear 
of many journeys, had told upon him. He had had but 
little rest, and that induced by sheer exhaustion. He 
had taken his meals standing, he bad passed many hoars 
of each day in the saddle. He could no longer command 
the full resources of his mind, and though be still held 
despair at arm's length, though he still by force of habit 
commanded himself, and was stem and reticent, de- 
spondency gained ground upon him. It was she who 
almost at the last moment suggested a plan that if not 
obvious, was simple, and to the purpose. 

"Listen," she said. "Listen, sir I Why should not I 
do this? Go myself to — to him, to Walterson?" 

"Yon?" he answered, with undisguised repugnance. 
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"Yes, I! II Why not?" ahe asked. "And leam if 
he has the child, or knows where it is. Then if he be 
innocent of this last wickedness, as I b^eve him to be 
innocent, we shall learo the fact without banmng him ; 
always supposing that I go to him, undetected. And I 
can do that — with your help ! That must be your care," 

He pondered. 

"But if," he said slowly, "you do this and he have the 
child ? What then ? Have you thought of the conse- 
quences to yourself? If he be privy to a crime which 
none but desperate men could commit, what of you ? He 
will be capable of harming yon. Or if he scruple, there 
will be others, the men who took my child, who will stick 
at nothing to keep their necks out of the nooee, and to 
remove a witness who else might hang them." 

"I am not afraid," she said firmly. 

"God bless you!" he said. "God bless youl But I 

"What?" she cried, and she turned to him, honestly 
astonished. "You? You dissuade me when it is your 
child that is in peril ?" 

"Be silent!" he said harshly. "Be silent! For your 
own sake, if not for mine! Why do you tempt me? 
Why do you torture me? Do you think, Henrietta, that 
I have not enough to tempt me without your help? No, 
no," more quietly, "I have done you wrong already I I 
know not how I can make amends. But at least I will 
not add to the wrong." 

"I only aak you to leave me to myself," she said hard- 
Uy. "The rest I will do, if I am not watched." 

"The rest!" he said with a groan. "But what a rest 
it is ! Why should these men spare you if you go to 
them? I^ey did not spare my boy I" 
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"They took the boy," she answered, "to pnniBh yon. 
They will not have the same motive for harming me, I 
mean — ^they will not harm me with the idea of hurting 
you." 

"Ay, but " 

"They will know that it will not affect you." 

He did not deny the Btatement, but for some time he 
drummed on the window with his fingers. 

"That may be," he said at length. "Yet 111 not do 
it I And I'll not let you do it. Instead, do you tell me 
where the man is and I will go to him myself. And I 
wiU tell no tales." 

"You will keep his secret?" 

"I will." 

"But I will not do that!" she answered. And she 
laughed gaily in the reaction of her spirits. She knew 
)Q some subtle way that she was reinstated; that he 
would never think very badly of her again. And the 
knowledge that he trusted her was joy ; she scarcely knew 
why. But, "I shall not do that!" she repeated. "Have 
you thought what will be the consequence to you if he be 
guilty ? They will be three to one, and they will murder 
you." 

"And yon think that I can let you run the risk?" 

"There will be no risk for me. I am different." 

"I can't believe it," he said. "I wish"— despairingly 
— "I wish to God I could believe it I" 

"Tlien do believe it," she said. 

"I cannot 1 I cannot !" 

"Yon have his letter," she replied. And she was going 
to say more, she was going to prove that she could under- 
take the matter with safety, when the chaise began to 
slacken speed, and she cut her reasoning short. "You 
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will let me do it?" she said, laying her hand on hia 
sleCTe. 

"No, no I" 

"You have only to draw them off." 

"I shall not!" he cried, almost savagely. "I shall 
not ! Do you think I am a villaiu ? Do you think I care 
nothing what happens " 

The ]erk caused by the chaise coming to a ntand before 
the inn cut his words short. Clyne thrust out his head. 

"Any news?" he asked eagerly, "Has anything been 
heard ?" 

Mr. Sutton, who had bsMi on the watch for their ar- 
rival, came forward to the chaise door. He answered 
Clyne, but his eyes, looking beyond his patron, sought 
Henrietta's in modest deprecation; much as the dog 
which is not assured of its reception seeks, yet deprecates 
its master's glance. 

"No," he said, "none. I am sorry for it. Nadin has 
not yet returned, nor Bishop, though we are expecting 
both." 

"Where's Bishop?" 

" He has gone with a party to Lady Holm. There's an 
idea that the isles were not thoroughly searched in the 
first place. But he should be back inunediately." 

A slight hardening of the lines of the mouth was 
Clyne's only answer. He helped Henrietta to alight, and 
was turning with her to enter the house, when he re- 
membered himself. He laid his hand on the chaplain's 
arm. 

"This is the gentleman," he said, "whom you have to 
thank for your release, Henrietta," 

"I am sure," she said, "that I am greatly o 
him." But her tone was cold. 
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"He did everything," Clyne said. "He left no stone 
unturned. Let me do him the justice of saying that we 
two must share the blame of what has happened, while 
the whole credit is his." 

**! am very much obliged to him," she said again. 
And flhe bowed. 

And that was all. That, and a look which told him 
that she resented his interference, that she hated to be 
beholden to him, that she held him linked for ever with 
her humiliation. He, and he alone, had stood by her 
two days before, when all had been against her, and Cap- 
tain Cljme had been as flint to her. He, and he alone, 
had wrought out her deliverance and reinstated her. 
And her thanks were a haughty movement of the head, 
two sentmces as cold as the wintry day, a smile as hard 
SB the icicles that still depended in the shade of the 
eaves. And when she had spoken, she walked to the 
door without another glance — and every step was on the 
poor man's heart 

Mrs. Gilson had come down two steps to meet her. She 
had seen all. 

"Well, you're soon back, miss?" she said. "Some 
have the luck all one way." 

"That cannot be said of me!" Henrietta retorted, 
smiling. 

But her colour was high. She remembered how she 
bad descended those steps. 

"No?" Mrs. Gilson responded. "When you bring the 
bad on yourself and the good is just a gift?" 

"A gift?" 

"Ay 1 And one for which you're not over grateful !" 
with all her wonted grimness. "But thafs the way of 
the world ! Grind as you will, miss, it's the lower 
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mill-Etone sufferB, and the upper that cries out I 
Still » 

ULi. Sutton heard no more; for Henrietta had paeeed 
with the landlady into the house; and he turned himself 
about with a full heart and walked away. He had done 
eo much for her! He had risked his livelihood, his 
patroH) his position, to save her ! He had paced this 
strand with every fibre in him tingling with pity for 
her I Ay, and when all others had put her out of their 
thoughts! And for return, she went laughing into the 
house and paid no heed to him — to the poor parson. 

True, he had expected little. But he had expected 
more than this. He had not hoped for much; or it ia 
possible that he had not resigned the opportunity of 
bringing her hack. But he had hoped for more than this 
— for the tearful thanks of a pair of bright eyes, for the 
clasp of a grateful hand, for a word or two that might 
remain in his memory always. 

And bittemesa welled up in his heart, and at the first 
gate, at which he could stand unseen, he let his face fall 
on his hands. He cursed the barriers of caste, the cold 
pride of these aristocrats, even his own pallid insignifi- 
cance — eince he had as hungry a heart as panted in 
the breast of the handsomest dandy. He could not hate 
her; she was young and thoughtless, and in spite of 
himself his heart made excuses for her. But he hated 
the world, and the system, and the miserable conventions 
that shackled him; ay, hated them as bitterly for the 
time as the dark-faced gipsy girl whose eyes he found 
upon him, when at last a step caused him to look up. 

She grinned at him slyly, and he gave back the look 
with resentment. He had met her once or twice in the 
lanes and about the inn, and marked her for a rustic 
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beauty of a savage type. Now he waited frowning for 
her to pasa. But she only smiled more insolently, and 
lifting her voice, sang: 

"Bat Btill Bhe replied, sir, 
I pra.v let me be I 
If ever I love a man. 
Tlie master for me!" 

A dull flush overspread his face, "Go your way !" he 
said. 

"Ay, I'll go I" Bess replied. "And so will she I" 



a Doaflitl 

"One's nought I One's nought!" she continued to carol. 
And laughing ironically, she went up the road — not 
without looking back once or twice to enjoy a surprise 
which was only exceeded by the chaplain's wrath. What 
did the girl know P And what was it to her F A common 
gipsy drab such as she, how did she come to guess these 
things? And where the joint lay at which to aim the 
keen shafts of her witF 



CHAPTER XXTII 

BISHOP CAUQHT SAPPING 

"I WILL not do it ! I will not do it I" Those had been 
Clyne'a last words on the subject ; utt«red and repeated 
with a heat which proved that, in coming to this de- 
cieioD, he fought against his own heart as much as 
against her arguments. "I will not do it I But do you," 
with something of his former violence, "tell me where he 
is 1 Tell me at once, and I will go and question him." 

"And I," she had answered with spirit, "will not tell 
you." 

At that be had looked at her with the old stemnesB, 
but her eyes had no longer fallen before his. And then 
he had been called away to follow one of the hasty clues, 
the wild-goose scents which were reported from hour to 
hour — by pedlars coming in from the dales, or by hazy 
parish constables who took every stranger for a rogue. 
Twice he had turned in his saddle, twice reined in his 
horse, before he passed out of sight ; and she had known 
that be wrestled with himself, that he was near, very 
near, to giving way, and sacrificiQg her upon the altar of 
his child. But he had gone on, and not returned. And 
though it had grieved her to see how drawn and haggard 
was his face, how near to failing the wiry strength of hia 
frame, she had rejoiced on her own account. He might 
say what he liked, forbid as he chose, it would go hard 
with her if she could not find the opportunity she needed. 
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if she, who had suffered all along and iit the esteem of 
all, did Qot make use of the means of clearing herself 
that remained to her. 

Courage at least should not be wanting ; and she would 
be cunning, too. Already she dreamed of a happy return 
with the child ; and her chedcs grew warm and her eyes 
soft as she conjured np the scene, and imagined herself 
leading the boy to his father and receiving his thanks. 
Then he would confess — more fully than he bad yet con- 
fessed — ^how he had wronged her, how far from her 
thoughts had been harm to the boy. And she — ah, but 
she must first do her part. She must first do that which 
she had to do. 

So she went craftily about her task, counting up those 
whom she had to fear and ticking them off. Before 
Clyne had left the house a mile behind him she had 
learned where Nadin was, and a second officer whom she 
suspected of watching her movements. TTiey were abroad 
and she had naught to fear from them. There remained 
Mr. Sutton and Bishop. For the former, " Horrid man I" 
she thought in her ingratitude, "I suppose he will look 
to be thanked every time I see him I" And she was con- 
firmed in this, when she marked him down. He was 
walking to and fro before the door. 

"I must go out at the back !" she concluded. 

But there still remained the bluff but civil Bishop. 
She had little doubt that he was the Cerberus left to 
guard her. And no doubt at all when she learned from 
Modest Ann that he was taking his early dinner in the 
coffee-room with the door wide open. 

"Waiting to see if I go out," she said. 

"Well, miss," Ann answered, "I shouldn't wonder if 
he was I" 
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Henrietta looked at her very kindly. 

"Don't you think," she asked slowly, "that you could 
Bomehov get rid of Mm, Ann ?" 

The woman looked as moch troubled as one of her 
hard features could look. 

"Ko, misB, I don't think I could," she said. 

"You are afraid?" gently. 

"I'm not afraid of him," with some asperity. "Bless 
the man, not I'm not afraid of no man nowhere! But 
I am afraid of the missus?" 

"Ahl And you don't think that you could tell him 
that I wish to see him upstairs? And then when he 
comes up and finds the room empty — that I shall be 
down from my bedroom in five minutes ?" 

"It wouldn't be true." 

"No," softly. "Perhaps not." 

Modest Ann looked dreadfully perplexed. 

"You'll get me into trouble, mies," she said. "I know 
you will." 

"Then I'll get you out again," the fair tempter re- 
torted. "I will indeed, Ann." 

"But if you get into trouble yourself, miss? What 
then?" 

Henrietta turned with the air of a martyr to the win- 
dow and looked out. 

"I thought you liked me a little," she murmured pres- 
ently, and dried a tear that was not there. "I thought 
you would do a small thing for me." 

The woman took her hand and kissed it softly. 

"I will, miss, drat me if I don't!" she aaid. 
"Ill do what you wish, come what may of it! So 
there." 

Henrietta turned to her, her face in a glow. "You 
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dear, kind thing!" she cried, "I'll never forget it. Yon 
are the only one who is not against tne." 

A"Ti shook her head. 

"I hope I'll not be the one to repent itt" she mut- 
tered, with a last spark of doubt. 

"Indeed, indeed you won'tl But now" — ^naively — 
"shall I lock him in or not?" 

"In the room?" 

"Yes." 

"Here, miss? Why, miee, he'd rouse the house!" 

"Not if we tied up the bell-pull first!" she sug- 
gested. 

But Modest Ann was aghast at the thought. "Lord, 
miss, he'd only have to op«i the window and shout! 
And there's the parson walking up and down the road, 
and the fat'd be in the fire in two twos 1" 

"So it would," Henrietta admitted reluctantly, "I 
see. So you must just entice him here, and say I'll be 
down from my bedroom in three minutes. And I hope 
he'll be patient. As for you, you'll loiow no more than 
that I asked you to fetch him, and said I should be with 
him at once." 

"Well, they can't touch me for that," Modest Ann 
said; and she agreed, but with hesitation. "I don't 
think hell be so simple," she said. "That's a fact 
Hell not come up," 

But he did. He walked straight into the trap, and 
Henrietta, who was waiting in ambush in the dark pas- 
sage while he passed, sped downstairs, and would have 
escaped by the back door without meeting a soul, if Mrs. 
Gilson had not by bad luck been crossing the yard. The 
landlady caught sight of the girl, and raising her voice 
cried to her to stop. For an inatant Henrietta hesitated. 
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Then she thought it pmdeot to CMnply. She returned 
slowly. 

"Come, come, miss, this wont do!" the landlady said 
tartly. "You're not going off like that all of a hurry! 
You bide a bit and consider who's bail for yon." 

"Not you!" Henrietta retorted mutinoualy. And as 
this was true, for the Gilsons' bail had been discharged, 
the first hit was hers. 

"Oh, BO you're saucy now, miss I" the landlady re- 
torted. "Brag's the dog, is it?" 

"No, but " 

"Ifs so, it seems! Any way, you'll please to tell me, 
young lady, where you are going in such a hurry." 

But Henrietta was at bay. She knew that if she were 
delayed even two minutes her diance was gone; for 
Bishop would be on her heels. So, "TTiafs my busi- 
ness !" she answered. And determined to escape, even by 
force, she turned about, light as a roe, tossed her 
head defiantly, and was off through the gate in a twink- 
ling. 

Mrs. Oilson was left gaping. She was not of a figure 
to take up the chase, for like many good housewives of 
her time, she seldom left her own premises except to go 
to church. But she was ncaie the leas certain that Hen- 
rietta ought to be followed. "There's a fine trollop!" 
she cried. "It won't be long before she runs her head 
into harm I Where's that blockhead. Bishop ?" And she 
bundled away to the coffee-room to tell him that the girl 
was gone. 

She arrived scant of breath — and he was not there. 
The coffee-room was empty, and the landlady, knowing 
that he had stayed in the house on purpose to keep an 
eye on Henrietta's movements, swept out again, fuming. 
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In the passage she caught eight of Modest Ann and 
called her. "Where's that man, Bishop?" she asked. 

Ann stared as if she had never heard the name. 

"Bishop ?" she repeated stolidly. 

"What else did I aay?" 

"He's with the young lady." 

"He's nothing of the kind I" Mrs. GUbod retorted, her 
temper rising. 

"Well, he went to her," Ann returned. "He 
went " 

But Mrs. Gilson did not stay to hear. She had caught 
sight of Mr. Sutton walking past the open door, and 
aware that a second now was worth a minute by and by, 
she hurried out to him, "Your reverence I Herel" 
she cried. And when he turned snrprised by the ad- 
dress, "The young lady's gone!" she continued. "Slipped 
out at the back, and she'll be Qod knows where in two 
minutes ! Do you follow, sir, and keep her in sight or 
there's no knowing what may happen I" And she pointed 
throngh the house to indicate the nearest way. 

Mr. Sutton's face turned a dull red. But he did not 
move, nor make any show of acting on the suggestion. 
Instead, "Miss Darner has gone out?" he said slowly. 

"To be sure I" the landlady cried, in a fume at the 
delay. "And if she is not followed at once " 

"Where's the officer?" he asked, interrupting her. 

"Heaven knows, or I should not come to you I" Mrs. 
Gilson retorted. "Do you go after her before she's be- 
yond catching I" 

But Mr. Sstton shook his head with an obstinate look. 
"No," be said. "It's not my business, ma'am. I'd like 
to oblige you after your kindness yesterday, but I've 
made up my mind not to interfere with the yoimg lady. 
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I loUawei ber once," be contiaaed, in i lower tone u>d 
with a conaciotu air — ^"scd I've rep^ited it '" 

"Tonll repent it • deal more if jon don't follow her 
iww !" the laadlady retorted. She was in a towering 
pawion by this time. "Toall repent it finely if any- 
thing happens to her. That jou will, mj man I Don't 
yon know that Captain Clyne left word that she wasn't 
to be let go ont alone? Then go, man, after her, before 
it is too late. And don't be a aawny !" 

"I shall not," he answered firmly. 

She saw then that be was not to be moved ; and with a 
half-flmothered word, not of the politest, she tamed short 
abont to find Bishop; thongh she was well aware that so 
mnch time bad been wasted that the thing was now 
desperate Again she asked Ann, who had been listening 
to the colloquy, where Bishop was, 

"He went np to the young lady," Ann answered. 

"He did not, I tell yon. For she is not ap bnt out I" 

"Perhaps he has followed her." 

"Perhaps you're a liar I" Mrs. Gilstm cried. And ad- 
Tancing on Ann with a threatening gesture, "If you 
doo't tell me where he is, I'll shake you, woman ! Do 
you hear?" 

Ann hesitated; when who should appear at the foot of 
the stairs but Bishop himself, looking foolish. 

"Where's the yotmg lady?" he asked. 
'"Where's your wits?" Mrs. Gilson retorted. "She's 
out by the back-door this five minutes. If yon want to 
catch her you'd best be quick!" And as with a face of 
consternation he hurried through the house, "She didn't 
turn Ambleside way I" she called after him. "That's all 
I know I" 

This was something, but it left, as Bishop knew, two 
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roada open. For, besides the field-path which led up the 
hill and through the wood, and so over the shoulder to 
Troutbeck, a farm lane turned short to the right behind 
the out-buildings, and ran into the lower road towards 
Calgarth and Bowness. Which had the girl taken? 
Bishop paused in doubt, and gazed either way. She waa 
not to be seen on the slope leading up to the wood; but 
then, she was not to be seen on the other path. Still, he 
espied something there which gave him hope. On the 
hillside the snow had melted, but here and there on the 
north side of a wall, or in a sheltered spot, it lay; and a 
little way along the farm-road waa such a patch extend- 
ing across ita width. Bishop hastened to the place, and a 
glance told him that the girl had not gone that way. 
With rising hopes he set off up the hilL 

He was stout and short-winded, more at home in 
Comhill than on real hills, and he did not expect to gain 
upon her. But he felt sure that he should find her track : 
and its direction where the fells were bo sparsely peopled 
must tell him much. He remembered that it was at the 
upper end of the wood that he bad surprised her on the 
occasion when her agitation had led him to question her. 
He resolved to make as quickly as possible for that point. 

True enough, where the path entered the wood he 
came upon her footsteps imprinted in the snow; and he 
pushed on, through the covert to the upper end. Here, 
jufit within the wicket which opened on the road, lay 
some drifted snow ; and as much to recover his breath, 
as because he thought it needful, he stopped to note the 
direction of her footprints. Alas, the snow bore no trace 
of feet I No one, it was clear, had passed through the 
gate that day. 

This waa a check, and he turned his back on the road. 
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and mopped his forehead with a handkerchief which be 
took from his hat. He gazed, nonplusBCd, into the re- 
cesses of the wood through which he had passed. The 
undergrowth, which was of oak — with here and there a 
clump of hollies — still carried a scre^i of brown leaves, 
doomed to fall with the spring, but sufficient in the pres- 
ent to mask a fugitive. Moreover, in the damp bottom, 
where the bridge spanned the rivulet, a company might 
have lain hidden; and above him, where the wood 
climbed tbe shoulder, there were knolls and dells, and 
unprobed depths of jellow bracken, that defied the eye. 
Between him and this background the brown trunks 
stood at intervals, shot with the gold of the declining 
sun, or backed by a cold patch of snow : and the scene 
had been beautiful, in its russet livery of autnmn 
blended with winter, if he had had eyes for it, or for 
aught but the lurking figure he hoped to detect. 

That figure, however, he could not see. And again he 
stooped, and inspected the enow beside the gate. No, she 
had not passed, that was certain ; and baffled, and in a 
most unhappy mood, he raised himself and listened. 
Above him a squirrel, scared by his approach, was angrily 
clawing a branch ; a robin, drawn by the presence of a 
man, aligbt^ near him, and hopped nearer. But no 
rustle of flying skirts, no sound of snapping twigs or 
falling stones came to him. And, a city man by train- 
ing, ajid much at a loss here, he mopped his brow and 
swore. Every second was precious, and he was losing 
minutes. He was losing minutes, and learning nothing I 

Was she hiding in the wood pending his departure? 
Or had she doubled back the way she had come, and so 
escaped, laughing and contemptuous? Or had she passed 
out by some gate unknown to him? Or climbed the 
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fence ? Or was she even now meeting her man in some 
hiding-place among the hollies, or in some fern-ckd 
retreat out of sight and hearing ? 

Bishop could not tell. He was wholly at a loss. For a 
few seconds he entertained the wild notion of beating 
the wood for her ; but he had not taken a dozen steps 
before he set it aside, and went back to the gate. Henri- 
etta on the occasion when her bearing had confirmed his 
suspicions had descended the road to the wood. He 
would go up the road. And even as he thought of this, 
and laid his hand on the gate to open it, he heard a foot- 
step coming heavilj down the road. 

He went to meet the man ; a tail, grinning rustic, who 
bore a sheep on his shoulders with its fore and hind feet 
in either hand, so that it looked like a gigantic rufF. At 
a sign from the officer he stopped, bnt did not lower his 
burden. 

"Meet anybody as you came down the road, my lad ?" 
Bishop asked. 

"Noa," the man drawled. 

"Where have you come from? Troutbeck?" 

"Aj." 

"You haven't met a young lady?" 

"Noa I Met no soul, master!" the man answered, in 
the accent not only of Westmoreland, but of truth. 

"Not even a pretty girl ?" 

The man grinned more widely. 

"Noa, not nobody," he said. 

And he went on down the road, but twice looked back, 
turning sheep and all, to see what the stranger would 
be at. 

Bishop stood for a few moments pondering the ques- 
tion, and then he followed the man. 
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**If she 13 not up the rosii,'' he sr^ed, ^it is bat to 
one that the ttaiied up the hill to throv us off the scsit. 
And she's ilipped dovn herself towxrdj Calfanh. Ifs 
tiiat w^, too, she went to meet him «t night. " 

And gndnaHy quickening hia steps as the esse seemed 
clearer ind his hopes grew stronger he w«s soon oat of 




CHAPTER XXVIII 

THE QOZDSS BHIP 

Two minntee after Bishop bad passed from sight, 
Henrietta rose from a dip in Hie fern; in which she had 
lain all the time, as snugly hidden, though within eye- 
shot of him, as a hare in its form. She cast a wary 
glance round. Then she hastened to the gate, but did 
not pass through it. She knew too much. She choee a 
weak place in the fence, scaled it with care, and sprang 
lightly into the road. She glanced up and down, but no 
one was in sight, and pleased with her cleTemess, she 
set off at a quick pace np the hill. 

The sun lacked an honr of setting. She might count 
on two hours of daylight, and her spirits rose. As the 
emerald green of the lower hills shone the brighter for 
the patches of snow, harbingers of winter, which flecked 
them, so her spirits rose the higher for troubles over- 
past or to come. She felt no fear, no deepondeney, none 
of the tremours with wliich she had entered on her night 
adventure. A gaiety of which she did not ask herself 
the cause, a heart as light as her feet and as blithe as the 
black-bird's note, carried her on. She who had awakened 
that morning in a prison could have Bung and caroled 
as she walked. The beant? of the hills about her, of the 
lake below her, blue here, there black, filled her with 
happiness. 

And the cause ? She did not seek for the cause. Cer- 
tainly she did not And it. It was enough for the mo- 
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ment that she had been prisoned and was free; aod that 
in an hour, or two hours at moet, she would return with 
the child or with news. And then, the sweet vengeance 
of laying it in its father's arme ! She whom he had in- 
sulted, whom he had mishandled, whom he had treated 
so remorselessly — it would be from her hand that he 
would receive his treasure, the child whom he had told 
her that she hated. He would hare some cause then to 
talk of making ameudsl And need to go about and 
about before he found a way to be quits with her I 

She did not analyse beyond that point the feeling of 
gaiety and joyous anticipation which possessed her. She 
would put him in the wrong. She would heap coals of 
fire on his head. That sufficed. If there welled ap 
within her heart another thought, if since morning she 
bad a feeling and a hope that thrilled her and lent to all 
the world this smiling guise, she was conscious of the 
effect, unconscious of the cause. The wrist which Clyne 
had twisted was still black and blue and tender to the 
touch. She blushed lest any eye fall on it, or any guess 
how he had treated her. But — she blushed also, when 
she was alone, and her own eyes dwelt on it. And dwell 
on it sometimes they would; for, strange to say, the 
feeling of shame, if it was shame, was not unpleasant. 

She met no one. She reached the gate of Starvecrow 
Farm, unseen as she believed. But heedful of the old 
saying, that fields have eyes and woods have ears, she 
looked carefully round her before she laid her hand on 
the gate. Then, in a twinkling, she was round the house 
like a lapwing and tapping at the door. 

To her 6rst summons she got no answer. And effacing 
herself as much as possible, she cast a wary eye over the 
place. The garden was as ragged and desolate, the house 
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an bald and forbidding, the firs about it a^ gloomy, as 
when she had last seen them. But the view over sloping 
field and green meadow, wooded knoll and shining lake, 
made up for all. And her only feeling as she tapped 
again and more loudly was one of impatience. Even the 
memory of the squalid old man whom she had once seen 
there did not avail to alarm her in her buoyant mood. 

This was well, perhaps. For when she knocked a third 
time, in alarm lest the person she sought should be gone, 
and her golden ship with him, it was that very old man 
who opened the door. And, not unnaturally, it seemed to 
Henrietta that with its opening a shadow fell across the 
landscape and blurred Uie sunshine of the day. The 
ape-like creature who gaped at her, the cavem-like room 
bdiind him, the breath of the close air that came from 
him, inspired disgust, if not alarm, and checked the girl 
in the full current of content. 

Re did not speak. But he moved his toothless gums 
unpleasantly, and danced up and down in an odd fashion 
from his knees, without moving his feet. Meanwhile his 
reddened eyes thrust near to here gleamed with sus- 
picion. On her aide Henrietta was taken aback by his 
appearance, and for some moments she stared at him in 
consternation. What could she expect from such a crea- 
ture? 

At length, "I wish to see Walterson," she said, in a 
low tone — there might be listeners in the bouse. "Do 
you understand? Do you understand?" she repeated 
more loudly. 

He set his head, which was bald in patches, on one 
side; as if to indicate that he was deaf. And with his 
eyes on hers, he dropped his lower jaw and waited for 
her to repeat what she had said. 
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She eav nothing elie for it, and she crashed down ha 

"Let me come in," she said, "Do yon hear? I vant 
to talk to yon, l>t me come iD-** 

To remain where she was, u'king secrets to a deaf 
man, was to invite discovery. 

He understood her this time, and eradgingly he 
optmed the door a little wider. He st'Xid a^ide and Henri- 
etta entered. In the act she cast a back-ward look over her 
sbonlder, and canght throtigh the doorway a last pros- 
pect of the hills and the mid-lake and the green inlets 
off Bovneso — set lite jewels on its gleaming breast — all 
clear-cnt in the brisk winter air. She felt the beauty of 
the scene, bat she did not guess what things were to 
happen to her before she looked again npon its fellow. 

Not that when the door was shut npon her, the room 
in which she fonnd herwlf did not something appal her. 
The fire had been allowed to sink low, and the squalor 
and the chill, vapid air of the place wrapped her aboaL 
But she was naturally fearless, and she cheered hersdf 
with the thought that she was stronger than the grin- 
ning old man who stood before her. She was sure that 
if he resorted to riol^ice she could master him. Still, 
she was in haste. She was anxious to do what she had 
to do, and escape. 

And: "I must see Walterson !" she told him loudly, 
looking down od him, and instinctively keeping her 
skirts clear of the unswept floor, " He was here, I know, 
some days ago," she continued sharply. "Don't say yon 
don't understand, becanee you do ! But fetch him, or 
tell me where he is. Do you hear?" 

The old man moved his jaw to and fro. He grinned 
senilely. 
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"He waa here, eh?" he drawled. 

"Yes, he was here," Henrietta returned, taking a tone 
of authority with him. "And I must Bee him." 

"Ay?" 

"It is to do no harm to him," she explained. "Tell 
him Miss Darner is here. Miss Darner, do you hear? 
He will see me, I am sure." 

"Ay?" he said again in the same half-vacant tone. 
"Ay?" 

But he did not go beyond that; nor did he make any 
movement to comply. And she was beginning to think 
him wholly imbecile when his eyea left hers and fixed 
themselves on tlie front of her riding-coat. Then, after 
a moment's silence, during which she patted the floor 
with her foot in fierce impatience, be raised his claw-like 
hand and stretched it slowly towards her throat. 

She stepped back, but as much in anger as in fear. 
Was the man imbecile, or very wicked ? 

"What do you want?" she asked sharply. "Don't yon 
understand what I have said to you ?" 

For the moment he seemed to be disconcerted by her 
movement. He stood in the same place, slowly blinking 
his weak eyes at her. Then he turned and moved in a 
slip-shod fashion to the hearth and threw on two or three 
morsels of touch-wood, causing the fire to leap up and 
shoot a fiickering light into the darker comers of the 
room. The gleam discovered his dingy bed and dingier 
curtains, and the shadowy entrance to the staircase in 
which Henrietta had once seen Walterson. And it 
showed Henrietta herself, and awakened a spark in her 
angry eyes. 

The old man, still stooping, looked round at her, his 
chin on his shoulder. And slowly, with an odd crab-like 
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movemoit, he edged his wa.j back to her. She watched 
his ^proach with « growing fear of the gloomj house 
and the eilence and the dark Etmrose. She began to 
think he was imbecile, or worse, and that nothing conld 
be got from him. And she was in two minds about i^ 
treating — eo powerfully do eilence and mjstery tell on 
the nerrea — when be paosed in his advance, and, raising 
his lean, twitching huid, pointed to her neck. 

"Give it me," he whimpCTed. "GiTe it me — and 111 
see, maybe, where he is," 

She frowned. 

"What?" she asked. "What do yon want?" 

"The gold !" he croaked. "The gold ! At yonr neck, 
lasst That sparkles! Gire it me!" opening and shut- 
ting his lean fingers. "And I'll — 111 see what I can do." 

She carried her fingers to the neck of her gown and 
touched the tiny gold medal struck to celebrate the birth 
of the Princess Charlotte, which she wore as a clasp at 
her throat And relieved to find that he meant no worse, 
she smiled. The scarecrow before her was less of an 
"innocent" than she had jndged him. It was so mnch 
the better for her purpose, 

"I cannot give you this," she said. "But 111 give you 
its valae, if you will bring me to Walterson," 

"No, no, give it me," he whimpered, grimacing at her 
and making feeble clutches in the air. "Give it me!" 

"I cannot, I say," she repeated. "It was my mother's, 
and I cannot part with it But if," she continued pa- 
tiently, "you will do what I ask I will give you its value, 
old man, another day," 

"Give now!" he retorted. "Give now!" And leering 
with childish cunning, "Trust the day and greet the 
morrow! Groats in pouch ne'er yet brought sorrow I 
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Na, na, Hinkson, old Hinkson trusts nobody. Give it 
me DOW, laas ! And I — I know what I know." And in 
a cracked and quavering voice, swaying himself to the 
meaaure, 

"It is ao old Mf ing 

That few vorda are bea^ 
And he that saya little 

Shall live most at rest. 
And I by my goasipa 

Do flDd it right ao, 
Therefore I'll spare speech, 

But — I know what I know. 



I know what I know !" be repeated, blinking with dotang 



Henrietta stared. She wotild have given him the 
money, any money in her power. But imprudently pru- 
dent, she had brought none with her. 

"I can't give it you now," she said. "But I will give 
it you to-morrow if you will do what I ask. Otherwise I 
shall go and you will get nothing." 

He did not reply, but he b^an to mumble with his 
jaws and dance himself up and down from his knees, as 
at her first entrance; with his monstrous head on one 
side and his red-lidded eyes peering at her. In the open, 
in the sunshine, she would not have feared him; she 
would have thought him only grotesque in his anger. 
But shut up in this hideous den with him, in this atmos- 
phere of dimly perceived danger, ehe felt her flesh creep. 
What if he struck her treacherously, or took her by sur- 
prise? She had read of houses where the floors sank 
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ander doomed strangers, or the testers of beds came 
down on them in their sleep. He was capable, ehe was 
sure, of anything; even of murdering her for Uie sake of 
the two or three guineas' worth of gold which she wore 
at her neck. Yet she held her ground. 

"Do you hear?" she said with spirit. "If tou do not 
tell me, I shall go. And you will get nothing !'' 
' He nodded cunningly. 

"Bide a hit!" he said in a different tone. "Sit je 
down, lass, sit ye dowij I Bide a bit, and Pi! see." 

He slippered his way across the fioor to get a etool for 
her. But when he had lifted the stool from the floor in 
his shaking hands, she marked with a quick leap of the 
heart that he had put himself between her and the door, 
and that, with the possession of the stool, his looks were 
altered. The heavy block wavered in his grasp and he 
seemed to pant and stagger under its weight. But there 
was an ugly light in his eyes as he sidled nearer and 
nearer to her; a light that meant mnrder. She was sore 
that he was going to leap upon her. And she rmiem- 
bered that no one, no one knew where she was, no one 
had seen her enter the house. She had only her own 
strength to look to, only her own coorage and coolness, 
if she would escape this creature. 

" Put down that stool !" she said. 

"Eh?» 

"Put don-n that stool !" she repeated, firmly. And she 
kept her eyes on him, resisting the fatal temptation to 
glance at door or window. "Do you hear me? Pat 
down that stool!" 

He hesitated, hut her glance never wavered. And 
slowly and unwillingly he obeyed. Shaking as with the 
palsy, and with his mouth fallen open — so that he looked 
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more imbecile and less human than ever — he re- 
linquished the stool. 

She drew a deep breath. 

"Now," she said bravely, though she was conscious 
that the perspiration had broken out on her brow, "tell 
me at once where he is ?" 

But the old miser, tliough hie will had yielded to hers, 
did not answer. He seemed to be shaken by his defeat, 
and to be at once feeble and furious. Glaring askance 
at her, he tottered to the settle on the hearth and sat 
down on it, breathing heavily. 

"Curse her! Curse her! Curse her!" he gibbered 
low, but audibly. And he licked his lips and gnashed his 
toothless gums at her in impotent rage. *'Curae her! 
Curse her!" The firelight, now rising, now falling, 
showed him sitting there, mopping and mowing, like 
some unclean Eastern idol; or, again, masked his revolt- 
ing ugliness. 

The girl thought him horrible, thought it all horrible. 
She felt for an instant as if she were going to faint. 
But she had gained the victory, she had mastered him, 
and she would make one last attempt to attain her 
object. 

"You wicked old man," she said, "you would have 
hurt me I You wicked monster ! But I am stronger, 
much stronger than you, and I do not fear you. Now I 
am going unless you tell me at once." 

He ceased to gibber to her. He beckoned to her to 
approach him. But she shook her head. He no longer 
had the stool, but he might have some weapon hidden 
under the seat of the settle. She distrusted him. 

"No," she said, "I am not coming near you. You 
are a Tillaiuous old man, and I don't trust you." 
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"Have yon no — ^no money?" he whimpered. "Xoth- 
ing to give old Hlnkson? Poor old Hinkson?" with 
s feeble moTement of hie fingers on Ms knees, as if he 
drew bed-clothes about him. 

"Where is Waltereon?" she repeated. "Tell me at 
once." 

"How do I know?" he whined. "I don't know." 

"Hewaflhere. Yon do know. Tell me." 

He averted his eyes and held out a palsied hand. 

"Qivel" he answered. "Give!" 

But she was relentless. 

"Tell me," she rejoined, "or I go, and you get noth- 
ing." She was in earnest now, for she began to despair 
of drawing anything from him, and she saw nothing for 
it but to go and return another time. "Do you hear?" 
she continued. "If you do not speak for me, I — I shall 
go to those who will know how to make you speak." 

It was an idle threat; and one which she had no in- 
tention of executing. But the rage into which it Bung 
him — no rage is so fierce as that which is mingled with 
fear — fairly appalled her, "Eh? Eh?" he cried, his 
voice rising to an inarticulate scream. "Eh? You vrill, 
will you?" And he rose to his feet and clawed the 
air as if, were she within reach, he would have torn 
her to pieces. "You devil, you witch, you besom ! Go !" 
he cried. "I'll sort you ! I'll sori; you ! I'll fetch one 
ae shall — as shall dumb you !" 

There was something so demoniacal in the old dotard's 
passion, in its very futility, in its very violence, that 
the girl shrank like Frankenstein before the monster 
she had aroused. She turned to save herself, for, weak 
as he was, he seemed to be about to fling himself up<»i 
her; and she had no stomach for the contact. But as 
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she turned — ^with a backward glance at him, and an arm 
stretched toward the door to make sure of the latch — a 
ehadoT cast b; a figure passing before the lattice flitted 
across the floor between them, and a hand rested on the 
latch. 



CHAPTEK XXIX 



THE DABK MAID 



The substance followed the shadow so quickly that 
Henrietta had not time to consider her position before 
the latch rose. The door opened, and a girl entered hur- 
riedly. The surprise was common to both, for the new- 
comer had closed the door behind her before she dis- 
cerned Henrietta, and then her action was eloquent. 
She turned the key in the lock, and stood frowning, 
with her back to the door, and one shoulder advanced ae 
if to defend herself. The other hand remained on the 
fastening, 

"You here?" she muttered. 

"Yes," Henrietta replied, returning her look, and 
speaking with a touch of pride. For the feeling of dis- 
like was instinctive; if Bess's insolent smile had not 
stamped itself on her memory — on that first morning at 
the Low Wood, which seemed so very, very long ago — 
Henrietta had still known that she was in t!ie presence 
of an enemy. "Arc you — his daughter?" she continued. 

" Yes," Bess answered, ' She did not move from the 
door, and she maintained her attitude, as if the surprise 
that had arrested her still kept her hand on the key, 
"Yes," she repeated, "I am. You don't" — with a glance 
from one to the other — "like him, I sec!" 

"That is no matter," Henrietta answered with dig- 
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nity. "I am not here for him, nor to see him; I wish 

"Your lover?" 

Henrietta winced, and her face turned scarlet. And 
now there was no question of the hostility between them. 
Bess's dark, smiling face was insolence itself. 

"What? Wasn't be that?" the gipsy girl continued. 
"If he was not" — with a coarse look — "what do yon 
want with him?" 

Silenced for the moment by the other's taunt, Hen- 
rietta now found her voice. 

"I wish to see him," she said. "That is enough for 
you." 

"Oh, is it?" Bess replied. She had taken her hand 
from the key and moved a pace or two into the room, bo 
as to confront her rival at close quarters. "That's my 
affair I I fancy you will have to tell me a good deal 
more before you do see him," 

"Why?" 

"Oh, why?" mimicking her rudely. "Why? Be- 
cause " 

"What are you to bim?" 

"What you were!" Bess answered. 

Henrietta's face fiamed anew. But the insult no 
longer found her unprepared. She saw that she was 
in the presence of a woman dangerous and reckless; 
and one who considered her a rival. On the hearth 
crouched and gibbered that fearful old man. The door 
was locked — the action had not been lost on her; and 
no living being, no one outside that door, knew that she 
was here. 

"You are insolent I" was all she answered. 

"But it is true!" Bess said. "Or, if it is not true " 
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"It is not tmel" with a glance of scorn. She knew 
even in her innocence that this girl had been more to 
him. 

"Then why do you ask for him?" with derision. 
"What do you want with him? What right have you 
to ask for him?" 

"I wish to see him," Henrietta answered. She would 
not, if she could avoid it, let her fears appear. After 
all, it was daylight, and she was strong and young; 
a match, she thought, for the other if the old man had 
not been there. "I wish to see him, that is all, and that 
is enough," she repeated, firmly. 

Bess did not answer at once. Indeed, at this point 
there came over her a change, as if either the other's 
courage impressed her, or cooler thoughts suggested a 
different course of action. Her eyes still brooded malev- 
olently on the other's face, as if she would gladly have 
spoiled her beauty, and her sharp, white teeth gleamed. 
But to Henrietta's last words she did not answer. She 
seemed to be wavering, to be uncertain. And at last, 

"Do you mean him fair?" she asked. "That is the 
question." 

"I mean no harm to him." 

"Upon your honour?" 

"Upon my honour." 

"I'd tear you limb from limb if you did !" Bess cried 
in the old tone of violence. And the look which ac- 
companied the words matched them. But the next mo- 
ment, "If I could believe you," she said more quietly, 
"it would be well and good. But " 

"You may believe me. Why should I do him harm?" 

Bess bit her nails in doubt; and for the first time 
since her entrance she turned her eyes from her rival. 
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Perhaps for this reaaoE Henrietta's courage rose. She 
told herself that she had been foolish to feel fear a 
few minutes before: that she had allowed herself to be 
scared by a few rude words, such as women of this class 
used on the least provocation. And the temptation to 
drop the rtiatter if she could escape uninjured gave way 
to 'a brave determination to do all that was possible. 
She resolved to be firm, yet prudent; and to persevere. 
And when the dialogue was resumed the tone on each 
side was more moderate. 

"Well," Bess said, with a grudging air, "perhaps you 
may not wish to do him harm. I don't know, my lass. 
But you may do it, all the same." 

"How?" 

"If you think he is here you are mistaken." 

Henrietta had already come to this conclusion. 

"Still," she said, "I can go to him," 

"I don't see how you are to go to him." 

"I will go anywhere." 

"Ay," with contempt "And so will a many more at 
your heels." 

"No one saw me come here," Henrietta said. 

"No, But it will be odd if no one sees you leave here, 
I met Bishop as I came, and another with him, hot-foot 
after you, both, and raising the country as fast as they 
could." 

Henrietta frowned. She gazed through the window. 
Then she looked again at Bess. 

"Is he far from here?" she asked. 

"That's telling, and I'm not going to tell. Far or 

near, I don't see how you are to go to him, unless " 

She broke off, paused a mommt, and then, as if she 
put away a thought that had occurred to her, "No," 
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she aaid with decision, "I see no way. There is no 
way." 

To Henrietta, the girl, the situation, the Burroimd- 
IngB, and not least her own r61c, were odious. Merely 
to negotiate with such an one as this was a humiliation ; 
but to endure her open Bconi, to feel her cheeks burn 
under the fire of her taunts, was hateful. Yet failure 
in the enterprise from which she had let herself expect 
BO much was still worse — still worse; and the prospect 
of it overcame her pride. She could not accept the 
defeat of all her hopes and expectations. She could 
not, 

"You said 'unless,' " she retorted. 



"Ay, but it's an 'unless,'" she answered contempt- 
uously, "that you are not the one to fill up." 

"What do you mean?" 

"What I say," Bess answered impudently. And vault- 
ing sideways on the table, she sat swinging her feet, and 
eyeing the other with a triumphant smile, 

"Unless what?" 

"Unless you like to stay here until it is dark, — ay, 
dark, my pretty peacock; and that won't be for an 
hour or more. Then you may go to him safely. Not 
before ! But you fine ladies," with a look that took in 
Henrietta, from her high-piled hair and flushed face to 
the hem of her skirt, "are afraid of your shadows, I'm 
told." 

"I am not afraid of ray shadow," Henrietta answered. 

"You're afraid of the dark, or why didn't you eomc 
when he asked you? And when you could have helped 
him? Why did you not come then and say what you 
chose to Mm?" 
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"I did come," Henrietta answered coldly. "It was 
he who failed to meet me." 

"That's a nice flim-flam!" Beas rejoined, with in- 
credulity. "You're not one to venture yourself out after 
moonrise, I'll be bound. And so I told him ! But any 
way," sliding to her feet, and speaking with decision, 
"he's not here, and you can't see him I And to tell the 
truth, I'd as lief have your room as your company, that 
being so," 

She turned to the door as if to open it. But Hen- 
rietta did not move. She was deep in thought. The 
sneering words, the dark handsome face, filled her with 
distrust; and with something like loathing of herself 
when she reflected that the man she sought had been 
this girl's lover. But they also aroused her spirit. They 
spurred her to the step which the other dared her to 
take. Was she to show herself as a timid thing, as poor 
a creature as this gipsy girl deemed her? She had 
come hither with her heart set upon a prize; was she 
to relinquish that prize because its pursuit demanded 
an ordinary amount of courage — such courage as this 
village girl possessed and made naught of? 

And yet — and yet she hesitated. She was not afraid 
of the girl; she was not afraid — she told herself — of 
the man who had once professed to be her lover: but 
there might be others, and it would be dark. If the 
boy were there, there would be others. And she was 
not sure that she was — not afraid. For the old man 
by the fireside, with his squalid clothes and hia 
horrible greediness, made her flesh creep. She hesi- 
tated, until Bess, with a sneer, bade her to go if she was 
going. 

"I'd as soon see your back," she continued, "and ha' 
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tifjnf: wiiii It- I kiLOv yocr sort ! Ali 1^<? featl-.^rs vi-1 
Henr>t:a r.i.1-; cp r.-er niicA Sbs sa: dom oa ir-'^ 

"I §L»11 remain," the Bail, '•and go T::a ;.>3 to see 
him." 

"SrA yya'. So what 'a the t:=^ of ulkiEz?" 

"I ihall go," Henrietta replied Srmly. '•It will be 
dark in an honr, I wiil reraaia iwi go with too." 

&-?s shmgged her EhoTd-Iere and answered nothing. 
But had Henrietta cacsht si^ht of her smile, she had 
certainly changed her mind, 

Ecen without tiat, and nnwamed, the girl fonnd, a- 
ther eat there in silence, and the miantes pas^^ and the 
light failfA, mueh ground for hesitation- The words 
which CljTie ha/1 nsed when he forbade her to ri;k her- 
self, the tf^rms in which he had described the desperate 
p]r;;ht of the men whom she mn^t beard, the fears that 
had a--j-:ai!f<] her when she had gone after dark to meet 
a peril les.^ B^rious — all thf-se things recurred to her 
memory, and warc<l her. By pressing her lips together 
ehe maintained a ehow of nnconcem ; bat only becanee 
the dusk hid her lo?3 of colour. She repented — gravely; 
but she had not the courage to draw back. She shrank 
from meeting — as she must meet, if she rose to go^ 
the other's Bmile of trinmph ; she shrank from the sense 
of humiliation under which she would smart after she 
had escaped. She had cast the die and mnst dare. She 
must see the enterprise through. And she sat on. But 
she was sure that she could hardly suffer anything worse 
than she suffered during those minntes, while her fate 
still lay in her hands, while the power to withdraw was 
still hers, and indecision plucked at her. The man 
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vho fights with his back to the wall sTiffers less than 
when, before he drew his blade, imagiDation dealt him 
a score of deaths. 

The old man continued to grumble over the fire ; and 
eeldom, but sometimes, he laid hia chin on his shoulder 
and looked back at her, Bess, on the contraxy, gazed 
at her as the cat at the mouse; but with her hack to the 
light and her own face in shadow, so that whatever 
thoughts or passions clouded her dark eyes, they passed 
unseen. Presently, as the light failed, Bess's head be- 
came no more than a dark knob breaking the lower line 
of dua^ panes; while through the upper a patch of pale 
green sky, promising frost, held Henrietta's eyes and 
raised a still but solemn voice amid the tumult of her 
thoughts. That morsel of sky was the only clean, pure 
thing within sight, and it faded quickly, and became 
first grey and then a blur of daxkness. By that time 
tlie room, with its close, fetid odours and its hints 
at gruesome secreta, had sunk into the blackness of 
night. 

The fire gave out a dull glow, but it went no farther 
than the hearth. Yet presently it waa the cause of an 
illusion, if illusion it was, which gave Henrietta a shock. 
Turning her eyes from the window — it seemed to her 
that longer waiting would break her down — she saw 
the outline of the old miser's figure, hut erect and much 
closer to her than before — and, unless she was mistaken, 
with hands outstretched a^ if to clut^^h her neck. She 
uttered a low cry, and rose, and stepped hack. On the 
instant he vanished. But whether he sank down, or 
retreated, or had never stirred, she could not be sure; 
while her cry found an echo in Bess's mischievous 
laughter. 
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"Ha! ha! You're oot quite so bold!" Bess cried, 
with enjoyment, "as you were an hour ago, I reckon t" 

The jeer gave a fillip to Henrietta's pride. 

"I am ready," ehe said, though her voice shook a 
little. 

"And you'll go?" 

"Yes," coldly; "I shall go." 

"Did you think he was going to twist your pretty 
neck?" Bess rejoined. "Was that it? But come," in 
a more sober tone, "we'll go. Good-night, old man!" 
And moving to the door with the ease of one who knew 
every foot of the room, she unlocked it, A breath of 
fresh, cold air, blowing on her cheek, informed Hen- 
rietta that the door was open. She groped her way to it, 

"Do you wait here," Bess whispered, "while I see 
if the coast is clear. Youll hear an owl hoot; then 
come." 

But Henrietta was not going to be left with that old 
man. She crept outside the door and, holding it behind 
her, waited. The night was dark as well as cold, for 
the moon would not rise for some hours; and Henrietta 
wondered, as she drew her hood about her neck, how they 
were to go anywhere. Presently the owl hooted low, 
and she released the door, and groped her way round 
the house and between the fir trunks to the gate. A 
hand, rough but small, clutched her wrist and turned 
her about; a voice whispered, "Comet" and the two, 
Bess acting as guide, set ofF in silence along the road 
in the direction of Troutbeek. 

"How far is it?" Henrietta muttered, when they had 
gone a distance, that in the night seemed a good hall 
mile. 

"That's telling," Bess answered. "'Tain't far. Turn 
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herel Bight! right!" pushing her. "Now wait while 
I " 

"What are you doing?" 

Bess did not explain that she was opening a gate. 
Instead, she impelled the other forward and squeezed 
her ann to impress on her the need of silence. Hen- 
rietta felt that the ground over which they were passing 
was at once softer and more uneven, and she guessed 
that they had left the road. A moment later the air 
met her cheek more coldly, and the gloom seemed less 
opaque. She conjectured that she stood on the brow 
of a hill — or a precipice — and involuntarily she recoiled. 
But Bess dragged her on, down a slope so steep that, 
although the girl trod with caution, she was scarcely able 
to keep her feet. 

Feeling her still hang back, the gipsy girl plncked 
at her. 

"Hurry!" she whispered. "Hurry, can't you? We 
are nearly there." 

"Where?" 

"Why, there!" 

But the cold and the darkness and the other's hostile 
tone had shaken Henrietta's nerves. She jerked herself 
free. 

"Where?" she repeated firmly. "Where are we going? 
I shall not go farther unless you tell me." 

"Nonsense!" 

"I shall not." 

"Lethe! Utbel" 

"Tell me this minute!" 

"To Tyson the doctor's, if you must know," Bess re- 
plied grudgingly. 

"OhI'» 
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She icnew now. She stood half way down the smooth 
side of the hollow in which Tyson's farm nestled. She 
remembered the large kitchen, with the shiiiiog oaken 
table and the woman with the pale plmnp face who had 
cronched on the settle and gone in fear of nights. And 
though the place still stood a trifle nncanny in her 
memory, and the imconifortable impression which the 
woman's complaints had made on her, had not qnite 
passed from her, the knowledge relieved her. 

She knew at least where she was, and that the place 
lay barely a furlong from the road. She might count, 
too, on the aid of the doctor's wife, who was jealoos of 
this very girl. And after all, in comparison with the 
miser's wretched abode, 'Tj'son'a faonse, thoagh lonely, 
seemed an everyday dwelling, and safe. 

The news reassnred her. When Bess, in a tone of 
scorn that thinly masked disappointment, fltmg at her 
the words, "Then yon are not coming?" she was ready. 

"Yes, I am coming," she said. And she yielded her- 
self again to Bess's guidance. In less than a minnte 
they were at the bottom of the hollow. They skirted 
the fold-yard and the long, silent buildings that bulked 
somewhat blacker than the night. They turned a comer, 
and a dog not far from them stirred its chain and 
growled. But Bess stilled it by a word, and the two 
halted in the gloom, where a thin line of light escaped 
beneath a door, 
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Bebb knocked twice, aud, stooping to the keyhole, re- 
peated the owl's hoot. Presently a bar was drawn back, 
and after a brief interval, which those within appeared 
to devote to listening, the key was turned, and the door 
was opened far enough to admit one person at a time. 
The two slid in, Bess pushing Henrietta before her. 

The moment she had passed the threshold Henrietta 
stood, dazzled by the light and bewildered by what she 
saw. Nor was it her eyes only that were unpleasantly 
affected. A voice, loud and blustering, hailed her ap- 
pearance with a ciirse, fired from the heart of a cloud 
of tobacco smoke. And the air was heavy with the reek 
of spirits. 

"By G — dl" the voice which had affrighted her re- 
. peated. "Who's this? Are you mad, girl?" And the 
speaker sprang to his feet. He was one of two thick- 
set, unshaven men who were engaged in playing cards 
on a comer of the table. His comrade kept his place, 
but stared, a jug half lifted to his lips; while a third 
man, the only other present, a loose-Hmbed, good-look- 
ing gipsy, lad, who had opened the door, grinned at the 
unexpected vision — as if his stake in the matter was 
less, and his interest in feminine charms greater. But 
nowhere, though the kitchen was wastefully lighted, and 
her frightened eyes flew to every part of it, was the 
man to be seen whom she came to meet. 
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She turned quickly npon Bees, as if she thought she 
might still escape. Bat the door was already closed 
behind th«n, the kej tmned. And before she could 
speak: 

"Have done a minutel" Bess muttered, pushing her 
aside. "And let me deal with them." Then, advancing 
into the room — but not before ehe had seen the great 
bar drawn across the locked door — "Shnt your trap!" 
she cried to the man who had spoken. "And listen!" 

"Who's this?" 

"What's that to you?" 

"Who is it, I say?" the man cried, even more vio- 
lently. "And what the blazes have you brought her here 
for?" And he poured out a string of oaths that drove 
the blood from Henrietta's cheeks. "Who is it? Who 
is it?" he continued. "D'you think, yon vixen, that 
because my neck is in a noose, I want some one to pull 
the rope tight?" 

"What a fool you are to talk before her!" Bess an- 
swered, with quiet scorn, "If any one pulls the hemp 
it's you." 

"Lord help you, I'll do more than talk!" the man 
rejoined. And he snatched up a heavy pistol that lay 
on the table beside the cards, "Quick, will you? Speak! 
Who is it, and why do you bring her?" 

"I'll speak quick enough, but not here!" Bess an- 
swered, eon tern ptuoufily. "If you must jaw, come into 
the dairy ! Corae, don't think that I'm afraid of you !" 
And she turned to Henrietta, who, stricken dumb by 
the scene, recognised too late the trap into which she 
had fallen. "Do you stay here," she said, "unless you 
want his hand on you. Sit there!" pointing abruptly 
to the settle, "and keep mum until I come back." 
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But Henrietta's terror at the prospect of being aban- 
doned by the girl, though that girl had betrayed her, 
was such that she seized Bess by the sleeve and held her 
back. 

"Don't leave me!" she said. And again, with a 
shadow of the old imperiousnese, "You are not to leave 
me! Do you hear? I will come with you. I " 

"You'll do what you're bid!" Bess answered. "Go 
and sit down I" And the savage glint in her eyes put 
a new fear into Henrietta. 

She went to the settle, her limbs unsteady under her, 
her eyes glancing round for a chance of escape. Where 
was the woman of the house? Where was Tyson? 
Chiefest of all, where was Walterson ? She saw no sign 
of any of them. And terrified to the heart, she sat 
shivering where the other had ordered her to sit, 

Bess opened a side door which led to the dairy, a 
cold, Sagged room, lower by a couple of steps than the 
kitchen. She took up a candle, one of five or six which 
were flaring on the table, and she beckoned to the two 
men to follow her. When they had done so, the one 
who had taken up the pistol still muttering and casting 
suspicious glances over his shoulder, she slammed to the 
door. But, either by accident, or with a view to intimi- 
date her prisoner, she let it leap ajar again ; so that much 
of the talk which followed reached Henrietta's ears. 
It soon banished from the unhappy girl's cheeks the 
blood which the gipsy lad's stare of admiration had 
brought to them. 

Lunt's first word was an oath. "You know well 
enough," he cried, "that we want no praters here ! A\Tiy 
have you brought this fool here to peach on us?" 

"Why?" 



» 
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"Ay, why?" Lout repeated. "Id two daja more we 
bad all got clear, and nothiog better maoaged!" 

"And thanks to whom?" the girl retorted with energy. 
"Who has hidden yon? Who has kept you? Who baa 
doqe all for you ? But there it is I Xow my lad's gone, 
and Thietlewood'e gone, yon think all's yours ! And as 
much of yoursclTes as mastcrless dogs !" 

"Stow it!" 

"But 111 not!" she retorted. "Whose bonse is this?" 

"Well, my lass, not yours !" Giles, the less violent of 
the two, answernl. 

"Xor yours either! And, any way, it's due to me 
that you are in it, and not outside, with irons on yon." 

"But cannot you see, lass," Giles answered, in a more 
moderate tone, "that you've upset all by bringing the 
wench here? You'll hear the morrow, or the morrow of 
that, that your lad's got clear to Leith, and Thistlewood 
with him ! And then we go our way, and yon gipsy will 
carry off the brat in his long pack, and drop him the 
devil cares where — and nobody'll be the wiser, and his 
father'll have a lesson that will do him good ! But, 
DOW you've let the girl in, whafU you do with her when 
we get clear? You cannot stow her in the long pack, 
and the moment you let her go her tongue will clack !" 

"How do you know it will clack?" Bess asked, in a 
tone that froze the listening girl's blood. "How do you 
know it will clack?" she repeated. "The lake's deep 
enough to hold both." 

"But what's the game, lass?" Giles asked. "Show 
a. glim. Let's eoe it. If you are so fond of us," in a 
tone of unpleasant meaning, "that you've brought her 
— just to amuse ns in our leisure, say it out ! Though 
even then I'm not for saying that the game is worth 
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the candle, my lass ! Since coves in our very particular 
case has to be careful, and the prettiest bit of red and 
white may hang a man as quick as her mother ! But I 
don't think you had that in your mind, Bess." 

"Well?" 

"And that being so, and hemp so cheflp,-out with itl 
Show a glim, and youll not find us nasty." 

"The thing's pretty plain, isn't it?" Bess answered. 
coolly. "You've had your fun. Why shouldn't I have 
mine? You'd a grudge, and you've paid it Why am 
I not to pay mine?" 

"What has the wench done to you?" 

"Whafe that to you?" viciously. "Stolen my lad, if 
you like. Any way, it's my business. If I choose to 
treat her as you have treated the brat, what ia it to you ? 
If I've a mind to give her a taste of the smugglers' oven, 
what's that to you ? Or if I choose to spoil her looks, or 
break her pride — she's one of those that teach ub to be- 
have ourselves lowly and reverently to all our betters — 
and if I choose to give her a lesson, is it any bueiness but 
mine? She's crossed mel She's a peacock! And if I 
choose to have some fun with her and hold her nose to 
the grindstone, what's that to you ?" 

"But afterwards?" Giles persisted. "Afterwards, my 
lass? What then?" 

"Ask me no questions, and I'll tell you no lies," Bess 
answered. "For the matter of that, if my old dad once 
gets his fingers round her throat she'll not squeak ! You 
may swear to that." 

They dropped their voices then, or they moved farther 
from the door. So that the remainder of the debate 
escaped Henrietta, though she strained her ears to the 
utmost. 
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She hsd heard enough, however; enough to know 
whore she stood, and to feel the cold grip of despair 
close upon her. Fortunately she had had such prepara- 
tion as the scene and the change in Bess's demeanor af- 
forded; and while her heart thumped to choke her, and 
she could not restrain the glances that like a hunted 
hare she cast about her, she neither fainted nor raised 
an outcry. The gipsy lad, who lolled beside the door 
and never took his bold eyes from her, detected the sud- 
den stillness of her pose and her changed aspect. But, 
though his gaze dwelt as freely as he pleased on her, 
on the turn of her pale cheek, and the curve of her 
figure, he was deceived into thinking that she did not 
catch the drift that was so clear to him. 

" She's frightened t" he thought, smacking his lips. 
"She's frightened ! But she'd be more frightened if she 
heard what they are saying. A devil, Bess is, a devil if 
there ever was one!" And he wondered whether, if he 
told the girl, she would cling to him, and pray to him, 
and kneel to him — to save her ! He would like that, 
for she was a pretty prey; and the prettier in his eyes, 
because she was not dark-skinned and black-eyed, like 
his own women, but a thing of creamy fairness, 

Henrietta heard all, however, and understood. And 
for a few moments she was near to swooning. Then 
the very peril in which she found herself steadied her, 
and gave her power to think. Was there any quarter 
to which she could look for help — outside or in? Out- 
side the house, alas, none; for she had taken care, fatal 
care, to blind her trail, and to leave no trace by which 
her friends could find her! And inside, the hope was 
as slight. Walterson, to whose pity she might have ap- 
pealed — with success, if all chivalry were not dead in 
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him — was gone, it scpmed. There remained only — a 
feeble straw indeed to which to cling — the woman of the 
house; the white-faced woman who had gone in fear, 
and thought this very girl Bcsa had designs on her life! 

But was the woman here? She had been very near 
her time, yet no cry, no whimper bore witness to tlie 
presence of child life in the house. And the room in its 
wild and wasteful disorder gave the lie to the presence 
of any housewife, however careless. The flagged floor, 
long uncleaned and unwhitencd, was strewn with broken 
pipe-stems, half-bumed pipe-lights, gnawed bones and 
dirty platters. The bright oaken table, the pride of 
generations of thrifty wives, waa a litter of dog's-eared 
cards and over-set bottles, broken loaves, and pewter 
dishes. One of the oat-cake springs hung loose, tearing 
the ceiling; in one comer a bacon chest gaped open and 
empty. In another comer a pile of dubious bedding lay 
as its occupant had left it. The chimney comer was 
cumbered with loga of wood. Greasy frying-pans and 
half-cleaned poU lay everywhere; and on the whole, and 
on a medley of tattered things too repulsive to mention, 
a show of candles, that would have scared the least 
frugal dame, cast a useless glare. 

In a word, everything within sight proved that the 
house was at the mercy of the gang who surrounded her. 
And if that were so? If no help were possible? For 
an instant panic gripped her. The room swam round, 
and she had to grasp the settle with her hands to main- 
tain her composure. What was she to do? What could 
she do, thus trapped? What? Wint? 

She must think — for her own sake, for the child's 
sake, who, it was clear, waa also in their power. But 
it was hard, very hard, to think with that man's eyes 
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gloating on her; and whai with every second the door 
of the dairy, where they were conferring, might op^i, 
and — she knew not what horror might befall her. And 
— and then again there was the child! 

For she spared it a thought of pity, grndgingly taken 
fiDin her own need. And then the door opened. And 
Beea, canning the light above her head, came np the 
steps, followed by the two men. 

"We'll let her down soft!" she eaid, as she appeared. 
"Well make her drudge first and smart afterwards! 
And she'll come to it the quicker." 

"Nay, Bess," one of the men answered with a grin, 
"but you'll not spoil her pretty fingers." 

"Oh, won't we?" Bess answered. And turning to 
Henrietta, and throwing off the mask, "Now, peacock!" 
she said, "I've got you here and you can't escape. I 
am going to put your nose to the grindstone. I'm going 
to see if you are of the same stuff as other people! Can 
you cook ?" 

Henrietta did not know what to answer; nor whether 
she dared assert herself. She tried to frame the words, 
"Where is Walterson? Where is Walterson? If he is 
not here, let me go !" But she knew that they would not 
let her go. And, unable to speak, she stood dumb before 
them, 

"Ah, well, we'll see if you can," Bees said, seofBngly. 
"I sec you know what's what, and where you are. Come, 
slice that bacon ! And fry it ! TTiere'e the knife, and 
there's the flitch, and let's have none of your airs, or 
— you'll have the knife across your knuckles. Do you 
hear, cat? Do you understand? You'll do as you are 
bid here. We'll see how you like to be undermost" 

The men laughed. 
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"That's the way, Besa," one said. "Break her in, and 
she'll soon come to it I" 

"Anywaj's, she'll not take my lad again!" Besa said, 
aa Henrietta, bmding her head, took the knife with a 
shaking hand. "We'll give her something to do, and 
she'll sleep the sounder for it when she goes to bed." 

"Ay," said Giles, with a smile. "Hope she'll like 
her room I" 

"She'll lump it or like it!" said Bess. "She's one 
of them that grinds our faces. We'll see how she likes 
to be ground!" 

Involuntarily Henrietta, stooping with a white face 
to her work, shuddered. But she had no choice. To 
beg for mercy, it was clear, was useless; to resist was to 
precipitate matters, while every postponement of the 
crisis offered a chance of rescue. As long as insult was 
confined to words she must put up with it — how foolish, 
how foolish she had been to come 1 She must smile — 
though it were awry — and play the sullen or the cheer- 
ful, as promised best. The door was locked on her. 
She had no friends within reach. Help there was none. 
She was wholly at the mercy of these wretches, and 
her only hope was that, if she did their bidding, she 
might awaken a spark of pity in the breast of one or 
other of them. 

Still, she did not quite lose her presence of mind. As 
she bent over her task, and with shaking fingers hacked 
at the tough rind of the bacon, the while Bess rained 
on her a shower of gibes and the men grinned at the. 
joke, her senses were on the alert. Once she fancied a 
movement and a smothered cry in the room above ; and 
she had work to keep her eyes lowered when Bess im- 
mediatoly went out. She might have thought more of 
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the matter; but left alone with the three men she had 
her terrors. She dared not let her mind or her eyes 
wander. To go on with the task, and give the m^ not 
so much as a look, seemed the only course. 

For the present the three limited their coarse gallan- 
tries to words. N^ay, when the gipsy lad would have 
crept nearer to her, the others bade him have done; 
adding, that kissing the cook-maid never cleaned a dish. 

Then Bess came back and forced her to hold the pan 
on the fire, though the heat scorched her cheeks. 

"We've to do it I See how you like it I" the girl cried, 
standing over her vindictively. "And see you don't 
drop it, my lass, or I'll lay the pan to your cheek. 
You're proud of your pink and white" — ^thrusting her 
almost into the fire — "see how it will stand a bit of cook- 
maid's work !" 

Pride helped Henrietta to restrain the rising sob, the 
complaint And luckily it needed but another minute 
to complete the cooking. Bess and the three men sat 
down to the table, and Bess's first humour was to make 
her wait on tiiem. But a moment later she changed 
her mind, forced the girl to sit down, and, will she, nill 
she, Henrietta had to swallow, though every morsel 
seemed to choke her, the portion set for her. 

"Down with it!" Bess cried, spitefully. "What's 
good enough for us is good enough for you ! And when 
supper's done I'll see you to your bedroom. You're a 
mile too dainty, like all your sortt Ah, you'd like to 
kill me this minute, wouldn't you? Tliafs what I like! 
I've often thought I should like to have one of you pea- 
cocks — who look at me as if I were dirt — and put my 
foot upon her face ! And now I've got you — who stole 
my lad 1 And you'll see what I'll do to you 1" 
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A STRANGE BEDROOM 



The men followed Bess's lead, and aa they supped 
never ceased to make Henrietta the butt of odious jests 
and more odious gallantries; until, now pale, now red, 
the girl was eager to welcome any issue from a position 
80 hateful. Once, stung beyond reason, she sprang up 
and would have fled from them, with burning ears. 
But Bess seized her by the shoulders and thrust her 
back violently into her seat; and, sobered by the force 
used to her, and terrified lest the men should lay hands 
on her, she resigned herself. 

Strangely, the one of the four who said nothing, was 
the one whom she feared the most. The gipsy lad did 
not speak. But his eyes never left her, and something 
in their insolent freedom caused her more misery than 
the others' coarsest jests. He marked her blushes and 
pallor, and her one uncontrollable revolt; and like the 
bird that flutters under the spell of the serpent that 
hopes to devour it, she was conscious of this watching. 
She was conscious of it to such an extent, that when 
Bess cried, "Now it's time you had your bedroom candle- 
stick, peacock I" she did not hear, but sat on as one deaf 
and blind ; as the hare sits fascinated by the snake's ^e. 

The gipsy smiled. He understood. But Bess did 
not, and she tugged the girl's hair with sufBcient rough- 
ness to break the spell. 
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"Tip I" she cried. "Fp when I speak! Don't dreum 
you're e fine lady any longer I Wait till I get yonr bed 
candlestick~eh, lads? — and yon'U be wiser to-morrow, 
and tamer, too. See, my laas, that's for you!" And 
ehe held up a small dark-lanthom, and opening it, 
kindled the wick from one of the candles. "Now 
come! And do you — ^no, not you!" to the gipsy, 
who had stepped forward — "you!" to Giles, 
"come with me and see her safely into her bed- 
room!" 

Lnnt growled a word or two. 

"Stow it!" Bess answered, as she darkraied the lan- 
thom. "It's to be as I say. Here, give me your wrist, 
girl." 

But at that, fear gripped Henrietta. She hung back 
with a white face. 

"What are you going to do with me?" she cried. 
"What are you " 

"In two minutes you'll seel" Bess retorted. And 
with s quick mov^nent she grasped the girl's arm. 
"And be as wise as I am. Lay hold of her other arm," 
she continued to Giles. "It's no use to struggle, my 
lady! — and if she cries out down her at once. You 
hear, do you?" she continued, addressing Henrietta, 
who with terror found herself as helpless as a doe in 
the hound's fangs. "TTien mum, and it'll be the better 
for you. Here, do you take the lanthom," she went on, 
handing it to Giles, "and I'll carry the victuals. You 
can hold her?" 

" I'll break her wrist if she budges," the man replied. 
"But, after all, isn't she as well here?" 

"No, she's not!" Bess answered, with decision. "Do 
you" — to Lunt — "open the yard door for us, and stand 
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by till we come in again. No, not you," to the gipsy, 
who had again etepped forward. "You're too ready, 
my lad, and I don't trust you." 

Fortunately for Henrietta, the sight of the plate of 
food relieved her of her worst fears. She was not to 
be done to death, but in all probability to be consigned 
to the hiding place which held the boy. And though 
the prospect was not cheerful, and Bess's manner was 
cruel and menacing, Henrietta felt that if this were the 
worst ehe could face it. She could bear even what the 
child bore, and by sharing ite hardships she might do 
something to comfort it. Always, too, there was the 
chance of escape ; and from the place, be it out^bouse or 
stable, in which they held the boy confined, escape must 
be more feasible than from the house, with its bolts 
and bars. 

She bad time to make these calculations between the 
kitchen and the yard door; through which they half-led, 
half-pushed her into the night. With all a woman's 
natural timidity on finding herself held and helpless in 
the dark, she had to put restraint upon herself not to 
try to break loose, not to scream. But she conquered 
herself and let them lead her, unresisting and as one 
blindfold, where they pleased. 

It was clear that they knew the place well. For, 
though the darkness in the depths of this bowl in the 
hills was absolute, they did not unmask the lanthom; 
but moved confidently for a distance of some fifty yards. 
The dog, kenneled near, had given tongue as they left the 
house. But once only. And when they paused, all was 
so still in tlie frosty mist that wrapped them about and 
clutched the throat, tliat Henrietta's ear cangbt the 
trickle of water near at hand. 
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"Where are we?" she muttered. "Where are we?" 
She huDg back in Budden, uncontrollable alarm. 

"Mum, fool !" Bess hissed in her ear. "Be still, or it 
will be the worse with you. Have you," she continued, 
in the same low tone, "undone the door, lad?" 

For answer a wooden door groaned on its hinges. 

"Bight!" Bess murmured. "Bend your head, girl!" 

Henrietta obeyed, and pushed forward by an unseen 
hand, she advanced three paces, and felt a wanner air 
salute her cheek. The door groaned again ; she heard 
a wooden bolt thrust home. Bess let her hand go and 
unmasked the lanthorn. 

■ Henrietta shivered. She was in a covered well-head, 
whence the water, after filling a sunken caldron, about 
which the moss hung in dark, snaky wreaths, escaped 
under the wooden door. Some yeoman of bygone days 
had come to the help of nature, and after enlarging a 
natural cavity had enclosed it, to protect the water from 
pollution. The place was so smalt that it no more than 
held the three who stood in it, nor all of them dry- 
shod. And Henrietta's heart sank indeed before the pos- 
sibility of being left to pass the night in this dank cave. 

Bess's next movement freed her from this fear. The 
girl turned the light on the rough wall, and seizing an 
innocent- looking wooden peg, which projected from it, 
pushed the implement upwards. A piece of the wall, of 
t^e shape and size of a large oven door, fell downwards 
and outwards, as the tail of a cart falls. It revealed a 
second cavity of which the floor stood a couple of feet 
higher than the ground on which they were. It was very 
like a spacious bread-oven, though something higher and 
longer; apparently it had been made in the likeness of 
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But Henrietta did not think of tiiie, or of ita shape 
or its purpose. For the same light, a dim, smoky lamp 
burning at the far end of the place, which revealed ita 
general aspect, disclosed a bundle of straw and a forlorn 
little form. 

She gasped. For that any human creature, much 
more a child, should be confined in such a place, buried 
in the bowels of the earth, seemed bo monstrous, so 
shocking, that she could not believe it I 

"Oh!" she cried, forgetting for the moment her own 
position and her own fate, forgetting everything in her 
horror and pity. "You have not left the child here! 
And alone ! For shame ! For shame !" she continued, 
turning on them in the heat of her indignation and 
fearing them no more than a hunter fears a harmlesa 
snake — ^which excites disgust, but not terror. "What do 
you think will happen to you?" 

For a moment, strange to say, her indignation cowed 
them. For a moment they saw the thing as she saw it; 
they were daunted. Then Bess sneered: 

"You don't like the place?" 

"For that child?" 

"For yourself?" 

She was burning with indignation, and for answer 
she climbed into the place, and went on her hands and 
knees to the child's side. She bent over it, and listened 
to its breathing. 

"Is't asleep?" Boss asked. There was a ring of anx- 
iety in her tone. And when Henrietta did not answer, 
"It's not dead?" she muttered. 

"Dead? No," Henrietta replied, with a shudder. 
"But it's — it's " 

"What?" 



3o6 A STRANGE BEDROOM 

"It breathes, but — but " She drew its head on 

to her sbonlder and peered more cloeelj into the small 
white face. "It breathes, but — bat what is the mattv 
with it? What have yoa done to it?" — glancing at 
them BuspicionalT. For the boy, after retnming her 
look with lack-lustre eyes, bad averted his face from the 
light and from hers. 

"Ifs had a dose," Bess answered roughly — she had 
had her moment of alarm. "In an hour or two it will 
awake. Then you can feed it Here's the porridge. 
And there's mitk. It was fresh this morning and most 
be fresh enough now. Hang the brat, I'm snre it has 
been trouble enongb. Now yon can nnrse it, my lass, 
and I wish yon ]oy of it, and a gay good night! And 
before morning yon'll know what it costs to rob Bess 
Hinkson of her lad!" 

"But the child will die!" Henrietta cried, rising to 
her feet — she could stand in the place, but not quite 
erect. "Stay! Stay! At least take " 

"What?" 

"Take the child in ! And warm and feed it! Oh, I 
beg you take it !" Henrietta pleaded. "It will die here ! 
It is cold now I I believe it is dying now !" 

"Dying, your grand-dam!" the girl retorted, scorn- 
fully. "But if we take it, will you stay?" 

"I will!" Henrietta answered. "I will!" 

"So you will! And the child, too!" Bess retorted. 
And she slammed-to the door. But again, while Hen- 
rietta, appalled by her position, still stared at the place, 
the shutter fell, and Beas thrust in her dark, handeome 
face. "See herel" she said. "If you begin to scream 
and shout, it will be the worse for you, and do you 
remember that! I shall not come, but I shall send 
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Saul. He's took a fancy to yow, and will find a way 

of silencing yon, I'll bet!" with an unpleasant emile. 
"So now you know! And if you want his company 
you'll shout!" 

She slammed the shutter to again with that, and Hen- 
rietta heard the bolt fall into its place. 

The girl stood for a moment, staring and benumbed. 
But presently her eyes, which at first travelled wildly 
round, grew more sober. They fell on her tiny fellow- 
prisoner, and, resting on that white, unconscious cheek, 
on those baby hands clenched in some bygone paroxysm, 
they filled slowly with tears. 

"I will think of the child I I will think of the child !" 
she murmured. And, crouching down, she hugged it to 
her with a sensation of relief, almost of happiness. "I 
thank God I came! I thank Qod I am here to pro- 
tect it!" 

And resolutely averting her eyes from the low roof 
and oven-like walls, that, when she dwelt too long on 
them, seemed, like the famous dungeon of Poe, to con- 
tract about her and choke her, she devoted herself to the 
child; and as she grew scared by its prolonged torpor, 
she strove to rouse it. At first her efforts were vain. 
But she persisted in them. For the vision which she 
had had in the cell at Kendal — of the child holding out 
pleading hands to her — rose to her memory. She was 
certain that at that moment the child had been crying 
for aid. And surely not for nothing, not without pur- 
pose, had the cry come to her ears who now by bo strange 
a fate was brought to the boy's side. 

At intervals she felt almost happy in this assurance ; 
as she pressed the child to her, and watched by the dim, 
yellow light its slow recovery from the drug. Her pres- 
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ent danger, her present straits, her position in this un- 
derground place, which would have sent some mad, were 
forgotten. And the past and the future filled her 
thoughts; and Anthony Clme. Phrases of condemna- 
tion and contempt which he had used to her recurred, 
as she nursed his child ; and she rejoiced to think that 
he must unsay them! The bruises which he had in- 
flicted still discoloured her wrist, and moved strange 
feelings in her, when her eyes fell upon them. But he 
would repent of his violence soon I Very soon, very soon, 
and how completely ! The thought was sweet to her I 

She was in peril, and a week before she had been free 
as air. But then she had been without any prospect 
of reinstatement, any hope of Training the world's re- 
spect, any chance of wiping out the consequences of her 
mad and foolish act. Now, if she lived, and escaped 
from this strait, he at least must tliank her, he at least 
must respect her. And she wag sure, yes, she dared to 
tell herself, blushing, that if lie respected her, he would 
know how to make the world also respect her. 

But then again she trembled. For there was a darker 
side. She was in the power of these wretches ; and the 
worst — the thought paled her cheek — might happen! 
She held the child more closely to her, and rocked it 
to and fro in earnest prayer. The worst! Yes, the 
worst might happen. But then again she fell back on 
the reflection that he was searching for them, and if 
any could find them he would. He was searching for 
them, she was sure, as strenuously, and perhaps with 
more vengeful purpose than when he had sought the 
child alone! By this time, doubtless, she was missed, 
and he had raised the country, fiung wide the alarm, 
set a score moving, fired the dalesmen from Bowness 
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to Amblpside. Yes, for certain they were searching for 
her. And they must know, careful as she had been to 
liide her trail, that she could not have travelled far ; and 
the scope of iJie search, therefore, would be narrow, and 
the scrutiny close, Tbey could hardly fail, she thought,, 
to visit the farm in the hollow ; its sequestered and lonely 
position must invite inquiry. And if they entered, a 
single glance at the disordered kitehen would inform the 
searchers that something was amiss. 

So far Henrietta's thoughts, as she clasped the boy 
to her and strove to warm him to life against her own 
body, ran in a current chequered hut more or less hope- 
ful. But again the supposition would force itself upon 
her — the men were desperate, and the woman was moved 
by a strange hatred of her. What if they fled, and left 
no sign? What if they escaped, and left no word of 
her? The thought was torture! She could not endure 
it. She put the child down, and rising to her knees, 
she covered her eyes with her hands. To he buried here 
underground ! To die of hunger and thirst in this 
bricked vault, as far from hope and help, from the voices 
and e3-es of men and the blessed light of the sun, as if 
they had laid her alive in her cofBn ! 

Oh, it was horrible 1 She could not hear it ; she could 
not bear to think of it. Slie sprang, forgetting herself, 
to her feet, and the blow which the roof dealt her, 
though her thick hair saved hor from injury, intensified 
the feeling. She was buried ! Yes, she wns huried alive ! 
The roof seemed to be sinking upon her. Those hrirk 
walls 80 cunningly arched, and narrowiiiii at either end, 
as the ends of a coffin narrow, were the walls of her 
tniiih! Tliosc faint lines of mortar which seclusion 
from the elements had preserved in their freshness, pros- 
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cntly she would attack them with her nails in the frenzy 
of her despair. She glared about her. The weight, the 
mass of the hill above, seemed to press upon her. llie 
air seemed to fail her. Was there no way, no way of 
escape from this living tomb — this grave under the tons 
and tons and tons of rock and earth ? 

And then the child — perhaps she had put him from 
her roughly, and the movement had roused him — whim- 
pered. And she shook herself free — thank God — ^free 
from the hideous dream that had obsessed her. She re- 
membered that the men were not yet fled, nor was she 
abandoned. She was leaping, thank Heaven, far above 
the facts. In a passion of relief she knelt beside the 
child, and rained kisses on him, and swore to him, as be 
panted with terror in her arms, that he need not fear, 
that he was safe now, and she was beside him to take 
care of him! And that all would be well if he would 
not cry. All would be well. For she bethought herself 
that the child must not know how things stood. Fear 
and Buffering he might know if the worst came; but 
not the fear, not the mental torture which she had known 
for a few moments, and which in so short a time had 
driven her almost beside herself. 

The boy's faculties were still benumbed by the hard- 
ships which he had undergone ; perhaps a little by the 
narcotic he had taken. And though he had seen Hen- 
rietta at least a dozen times in the old life, he could not 
remember her. Nevertheless she contrived to satisfy him 
that she was a friend, that she meant him well, that 
she would protect him. And little by little, in spite of 
the surroundings which drew the child's eyes again and 
again in terror to the dimly-lit vaulting, on which the 
shadow of the girl's figure bulked large, his alarm sub- 




A STKANQE BEDROOM 361 

Bided. His heart beat leas paiDfuUj, and his eyes lost 
ID a degree the straioed and pitiful look which had be- 
come habitual. But his little limbs still started if the 
light flickered, or the oil sputtered; and it was long 
before, partly by gentle suasion, partly by caresses, she 
succeeded in inducing the child — nauseated as he was 
by the drug — to taie food. That done, though she still 
believed him to be In a critical state, and dreadfully 
weak, she was better satisfied. And soon, soothed by 
her firm embraee and confident words, her charge fell 
into a troubled sleep. 



CHAPTER XXXir 
THE SEABCH 

To retnrn to Bishop. TTirown off the trail in the 
wood, he pushed along the road as faj as Windermere 
village. There, however, he could hear nothing. No 
one of Henrietta's figure and appearance had been seen 
there. And in the worst of humours, with the world 
as well as with himself, he put about and returned to 
the inn. If the girl had come back during his absence, 
it was bad enough ; he had had his trouble for nothing, 
and might have spared his shoe-leather. Hang such 
prntty frailties for him ! But if, on the other hand, 
she had not come back, the case was worse. He had been 
left to watch her, and the blame would fall on him. 
Nadiu would say more than he had said already about 
London officers and their uselessness. And if anything 
happened to her ! Bishop wiped his brow as he thought 
of tiiat, and of his next meeting with Captain Clyne, 
It was to bo hoped, be devoutly hoped, tliat nothing had 
happened to the jade. 

It wanted half an hour of sunset, when he arrived, 
fagged and fuming, at the inn; and if his worst fears 
were not realised, he soon had ground to dread that they 
might be. Miss Damer had not returned. 

"I've no truck with tliem rubbishy radicals," Mrs. 
Gilson added impersonally, scratching her nose with the 
handle of a spoon — a sign tliat she was ill at ease. " But 
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they're right enoiigh in one thing, and that is, that 
there's a lot of useless folk paid by the country — thaf d 
never get paid by any one else ! And for brains, give me 
a calf's head !" 

Bishop evaded the conflict with what dignity he 
might. 

"The Captain's not come in?" he asked. 

"Yea, he's come in," the landlady answered. 

"Well," sullenly, "the sooner I see him the better, 
then!" 

"Yon can't see him now," Mrs. Gilson replied, with a 
glance at the clock. "He's sleeping." 

Bishop stared. 

"Sleeping?" he cried. "And the young lady not come 
back ?" 

"He don't know that she has bo much as gone out," 
Mrs, Gilson answered with the utmost coolness. "And 
what's more, I'm not going to tell him. He came in 
looking not fit to cross a room, my man, let alone cross 
a horse! And when I went to take him a dish of tea 
I found him asleep in his chair. And you may take it 
from me, if he's not left to have oat his sleep, now it's 
come, he'll be no more use to you, sis hours from this, 
than a corpse I" 

"Still, ma'am," Bishop objected, "the Captain won't 
be best pleased " 

"Please a flatiron!" Mrs. Gilson retorted. "Best 
served's best pleased, my lad, and that you'll learn some 
day," And then suddenly taking the offensive, "For the 
matter of that, what do you want with him ?" she con- 
tinued. "Ain't you grown men? If Joe Nadin and 
}ou and half a dozen redbreasts can't find one silly girl 
in an open countryside, don't talk to me of your gangs t 
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And your felonies! And the fine things you do in 
London !" 

"But in London " 

"Ay, London Bridge was made for fools to go under !" 
Mrs. Gilson answered, with meaning. "It don't stand 
for nothing." 

Bishop tapped his top-boot gloomily. 

"She may come in any minute," he said. "There's 
that." 

"She may, or she mayn't," Mrs. Gilson answered, 
with another look at the clock. 

"She's not been gone more than an hour and a half." 

"Nor the mouse my cat caught this afternoon," the 
landlady retorted, "But you'll not find it easily, my 
lad, nor know it when you find it." 

He had no reply to make to that, but he carried his 
eye again to the clock. He was very uncomfortable — 
very mwiomfortable. And yet be hardly knew what to 
do or where to look. In the meantime the girl's disap- 
pearance was becoming known, and caused, indoors and 
out, a thrill of excitement. Another abduction, another 
disappearance ! And at their doors, on their thresholds, 
under their noses ! Some beard the report with indigna- 
tion, and two in the house heard it with remorse; many 
with pity. But in the breasts of most the feeling was 
not wholly painful. The new mystery revived and . 
doubled the old; and blew to a white heat the embers 
of interest which were beginning to grow cold. In the 
teeth of the nipping air — and simset is often the coldest 
hour of the twenty-four — groups gathered in the yard 
and before the house. And while a man here and there 
winked at bis neighbour and hinted that the young 
madam had slunk back to the lover from whom she had 
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been parted, the common view was that mischief was 
afoot and something strong should be done. 

Meanwhile uncertainty — and in a small degree the 
absence of Captain Clyne and Nadin — paralysed action. 
At five, Bishop sent out three or four of his dependants ; 
one to watch the boat-landing, one to keep an eye on the 
entrance to Troutbeck village, and others to bid the con- 
stables at Ambleside and Bowncss be on the wateh. But 
as long as the young lady's return seemed possible — 
and some still thought the whole a storm in a tea-cup — 
men not unnaturally shrank from taking the lead. Nor 
until the man who took all the blame to himself inter- 
posed, was any real step taken. 

It was nearly six when Bishop, talking with his 
friends in the passage, found himself confronted by the 
<^aplain. Mr. Sutton was in a state of great and evident 
agitation. There were red spots on his cheek-bones, his 
pinched features were bedewed with perspiration, his 
eyes were bright. And he who usually shunned en- 
counter with coarser wits, now singled out the oEBcer in 
the midst of his feUows, 

"Are you going to do nothing," he cried, "except 
drink ?" 

Bishop stared. 

"See here, Mr. Sutton," he said, slowly and with dig- 
nity, "you must not forget " 

"Except drink?" the chaplain repeated, without com- 
promise. And taking Bishop's glass, which stood half- 
filled on the window-seat beside him, he flung ita con- 
tent« through the doorway. "Do your duty, sir!" he 
continued firmly. "Do your duty I You were here to 
see that the lady did not leave the house alone. And 
you permitted her to go." 
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"And what part," Bishop answered, with a sneer, "did 
your reverence play, if you please?" He was a sober 
man for those times, and the taunt was not a fair one. 

"A poor part," the chaplain answered. "A mean 
one I But now — I ask only to act. Say what I shall do, 
and if it be only by my example I may effect some- 
thing." 

"Ay, you may!" Bishop returned, "And I'll find 
your reverence work fast enough. Do you go and tell 
Captain Clyne the lady's gone. It's a task I've no stom- 
ach for myself," with a grin ; "and your reverence is the 
very man for it." 

Mr. Sutton winced. 

"I will do even that," he said, "if you will no longer 
lose time." 

"But she may return any minute." 

"She will not!" Mr. Sutton retorted, with anger. 
"She will not ! God forgive us for letting her go ! If I 
failed in my duty, sir, do you do yours I Do you do 
yours !" 

And such power does enthusiasm give a man, that he 
who these many days had seemed to the inn a poor, timid 
creature, slinking in and out as privately as possible, 
d6w shamed all and kindled all. 

/'By jingo, I will, your reverence!" Bishop cried, 
catching the flame. "I will!" he repeated heartily. And 
he turned about and began to give orders with energy. 

Fortunately Nadin arrived at that moment; and with 
his burly form and broad Lancashire accent, he seemed 
to bring with him the vigour of ten. In three minutes 
he apprehended the facts, pooh-poohed the notion that 
the girl would return, and with a good round oath 
"dommed them Jacobins," to give his accent for once, 
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"for the graidlieet roogs and the roofest devils, i' all 
I^ncashire — and that's saying mooch ! But we mun 
ha' them hanged now," he continued, striding to and fro 
in Ids long, rough horseman's coat, "We mun ha' them 
Iiangetl ! We'll larn tliem !" 

He formed parties and assigned roads and brought all 
into order. The first necessity was to visit every house 
within a mile of the inn on the Windermere side; and 
this was taken in hand at once. In ten minutes the road 
twinkled with lights, and the frosty ground rang under 
the tread of ironshod hoofs. It was ascertained that no 
boat had crossed the lake that afternoon ; and this so far 
narrowetl the area to he searched, that the men were in 
a high state of excitement, and those who carried fire- 
arms looked closely to their priming. 

" "Tis a pity it's neet!" said Nadin. "But we mun 
ha' thera, we mun ha' them, afoor long!" 

Meanwliile, Mr. Sutton had braced himself to the task 
which he had undertaken. Challeugedhy Bishop, he had 
been anxious to go at once to Clyne'a room and t^ll him ; 
that the Captain might go with the searchers if he 
pleased. But he had not mounted three steps before 
Mrs. Gilson was at his heels, bidding him, in her most 
peremptory manner, to "lot his honour be for another 
hour. What can he do?" she urged. "He's but one 
more, and now the lads are roused, they'll do all he can 
do! Let him be, let him be, man," she continued. "Or 
if you must, watch him till he wakes, and then tell him." 

"It will be worse then," the chaplain said. 

"But he'll be better!" she retorted. "Do you be bid- 
den by me. The man wasn't fit to carry his meat to his 
mouth when he went upstairs. But let him be until he 
has had his sleep out and he'll be another man." 
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And Mr. Sutton let liimsolf be bidden. But he was 
right. Every minute which passed made tlie task before 
him more diliicult. When at last Captain Clyne awoke, 
a few minutes after eight o'clock, and etaxtled, brought 
his scattered senses to a focua, he saw Gitting opposite 
him a man who hid his face in his hands, and shivered. 

Clyne rose. 

"Man, man !" he said, "WTiat is it? Have you bad 
news ?" 

But the chaplain could not speak. He could only shake 
his head. 

"They have not — not found " 

Clyne could not iSnish the sentence. He turned away, 
and with a trembling hand snuffed a candle — that his 
face might be hidden. 

The chaplain shook his head. 

"No, no !" he said. " No !" 

"But it is — it's bad news?" 

" Yes. She's — she's gone 1 She's disappeared !" 

Clyne dropped the snuffers on the table. 

"Gone?" he muttered. "Who? Miss Darner?" 

"Yes. She left the house this afternoon, and has not 
returned. It was my fault 1 My fault !" poor Mr. Sut- 
ton continued, in a tone of the deepest abasement. And 
with his face hidden he bowed himself to and fro like a 
man in pain. "They asked me to follow her, and I would 
not! I would not — out of pride!" 

"And she has not returned?" Clyne asked, in an odd 
tone. 

"She has not returned — God forgive me!" 

Clyne stared at the flame of the nearest candle. But 
he saw, not the flame, but Henrietta ; as he had seen her 
the morning he turned his back on her, and left her 
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standing alone on the road above the lake. Her slender 
figut^ under the falling autumn leaves rose before Iiim; 
and he knew that he would never forgive himself. By 
some twist of the mind her fate seemed the direct out- 
come of that moment, of that desertion, of that cruel, 
that heartless abandonment. The after-events, save so 
far as they proved her more sinned against than sinning, 
vanished. He had been her sole dependence, her one 
protector, the only being to whom ahe could turn. And 
he had abandoned her heartlessly; and this — ^this un- 
known and di'eadf ul fate — ^wae the result. Her face rose 
before him, now smiling and defiant, now pale and 
drawn ; and the piled-up glory of her hair. And he re- 
membered — too late, alas, too late — that she had been of 
his blood and his kin; and that he had first neglected 
her, and later when his mistake bred iis natural result 
in her act of folly, he had deserted and punished her. 

Remorse is the very shirt of Nessus. It is of all men- 
tal pains the worst It seizes upon the whole mind ; it 
shuts out every prospect. It cries into the ear with every 
slow tick of the clock, the truth that that which had once 
been so easy can never be done now I That reparation, 
that kind word, that act of care, of thoughtfulness, of 
pardon — never, never now I And once so easy ! So easy ! 

For he knew now that he had loved the girl ; and that 
he had thrown away that which might have been the 
happiness of his life. He knew now that only pride had 
blinded him, giving the name of pity to that which was 
love — or BO near to love that it was impossible to say 
where one ended and the other began. He thought of 
her courage and her pride ; and then of the womanliness 
that, responding to the first touch of gentleness on hia 
side, had wept for his child. And how he had wronged 
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her from the first days of slighting eonrteliip ! how he 
had misundeistood her, and then mistrusted and ma- 
ligned her — he, the only one to whom she could turn for 
help, or whom she could trust in a land of strangers — 
until it had come to this ! It had come to this. 

Oh, his poor girl ! His poor girl 1 

A groan, bitt«r and irrepressible, broke from him. The 
man stood stripped of the trappings of prejudice ; he saw 
himself as he was, and the girl as she was, a creature of 
youth and spirit and impulse. And he was ashamed to 
the depths of his sonl. 

At last, "What time did she go out ?" he muttered. 

The chaplain ipused himself with a shiver and told 
him. 

"Then she has been missing five hours?" There was 
a sudden hardening in his tone. "You have done some- 
thing, I suppose? Tell me, man, that you have done 
something!" 

The chaplain told him what was being done. And the 
mere statement gave comfort. Hearing that Mrs. Gilson 
had been the last to speak to her, Clyde said he would see 
the landlady. And the two went out of tlie room. 

In the passage a figure rose before them and fied with 
a kind of bleating cry. It was Modest Ann, who had 
been sitting in the dark with her apron over her head. 
She was gone before they were sure who it was. And 
they thought nothing of the incident, if they noticed it. 

Downstairs they found no news and no comfort; but 
much coming and going. For presently the first party 
returned from its quest, and finding that nothing had 
been discovered, set forth again in a new direction. And 
by-and-by another returned, and standing ate something, 
and went out again, reinforced by Clyne himself. And 
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SO began a night of which the memory endured in the inn 
for a generation. Few elept, and those in chairs, ready 
to start up at the first alarm. The tap ran free for all ; 
and in the coffee-room the table was set and set again. 
The Sunday's joints — for the next day was Sunday — 
were cooked and cold, and half-eaten before the morn- 
ing broke; and before breakfast the larder of the Saluta- 
tion at Ambleside was laid under contribution. At in- 
tervals, those who dozed were awart of Nadin's tall, 
bulky presence as he entered shaking the rime from his 
long horseman's coat and calling for brandy; or of 
Bishop, who went and came all night, but in a frame of 
mind so humble and downcast that men scarcely knew 
him. And now and again a fresh band of searchers 
tramped in one behind the other, passed the news by a 
single shake of the head, and crowding to the table ate 
and drank before they turned to again — to visit a more 
distant, and yet a more distant part. 

Even from the mind of the father, the boy's loss 
seemed partly effaced by this later calamity. The mys- 
tery was BO much the deeper: the riddle the more per- 
plexing. The girl had gone out on foot in the full light 
of a clear afternoon ; and within a few hundred yards of 
the place to which they had traced the boy, she had van- 
ished as if she had never been. Clyne knew from her 
own lips that Walterson was somewhere within reach. 
But this did not help much, since no one could hit on 
the place. And various were the suggestions, and many 
and strange the solutions proposed. Every poacher and 
every ne'er-do-well was visited and examined, every house 
was canvassed, every man who had ever said aught that 
could be held to savour of radical doctrine, wat consid- 
ered. As the search spread to a wider and yet wider 
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area, the filftrm went with it, and new helpers arrived, 
men od horseback aod men on foot And all throngh the 
long winter'B night the house hammed ; and the lights of 
the inn shtsie on the water as brightly and pCTsietcmtly 
as the stars that in the solemn finnament wheeled and 
marched. 

Bnt lamps and stars were alike extinguished, and the 
late dawn wa« filtering through the casements on jaded 
faces and pale looks, when the first gleam of encourage- 
ment showed itself. Cljne had be«i out for some hours, 
and on bis return had paused at the door of the snog- 
gerj to swallow the cup of hot coffee, which the landlady 
pressed upon him. Nadin was still out, but Bishop was 
there and the chaplain, and two or three yeomen and 
peasants. In all hearts hope had by this time given way 
to dejection ; and dejection was fast yielding to despair. 
The party stood, here and there, for the most part silent, 
or dropped now and again a despondent word. 

Suddenly Modest Ann appeared among them, with 
her head shrouded in her apron. And, "I can't bear it! 
I can't bear it!" the woman cried hysterically. "I must 
speak !" 

A thrill of amazement ran throngh the group. Hey 
straightened themselves. 

"If you know anything, speak by all means!" Clyne 
said, for surprise tied Mrs. Qilson's tongue. "Do yoa 
know where the lady is?" 

" No I no !" 

"Did she tell you anything?" 

"Nothing! nothing!" the woman answered, sobbing 
wildly, and still holding the apron drawn tightly over 
her face. " Missus, don't kill me ! She told me naught \ 
Naught ! But " 
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"Well— what? What?" 

"There was a letter I gave Iier some time ago— before 
— oh, dear ! — before the rumpuf waa, and she was sent to 
Kendal \ And I'm thinking," sob, sob, "you'd maybe 
know something from the person who gave it me." 

"That's it," said Bishop coolly. "You're a sensible 
woman. Who was it?" 

"That girl — of Hinkaon's," she sobbed. 

"Bess Hinkson I" Mrs. Qilson ejaculated. 

"Ay, sure! Oh, dear! oh, dear! Bess said that she 
had it from a man on the road." 

"And that may be so, or it may not," Bishop 
answered, with quiet dryness. He was in his element 
again. And then in a lower tone, "We're on it now," 
he muttered, "or I am mistaken. I've seen the 
young lady near Hinkson's once or twice. And it 
was near there I lost her. The house has been visited, 
of course; it was one of the Srst visited. But we'd 
no suspicion then, and now we have. Which makes a 
difference," 

"You're going there?" 

"Straight, sir, without the loss of a minute I" 

Clyne's eyes sparkled. And tired as they were, the 
men answered to the call. Ten minutes before, they had 
crawled in, the picture of fatigu^. Now, as they crossed 
the pastures above the inn, and plunged into the little 
wood in which Henrietta had baffled Bishop, they 
clutched their cudgels with as much energy as if the 
chase were but opening. It mattered not that some wore 
the high-collared coats of the day, and two waistcoats 
under them, and had watches in their fobs; and that 
others tramped in smock frocks drawn over their fustian 
shorts. The same indignation armed all, great and 
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Rnioll, ricli and poor; and in a wonderfully short space 
of time they were at the gate of Starvecrow Farm. 

The house tliat, viewed at its beat, had a bald and 
melancholy aspect, wore a Tillaioous look now — ^perehed 
up thero in bare, lowering ugliness, with its blind gable 
squinting through the ragged fir-trees. 

liishop left a man in the road, and sent two to the rear 
of the erazy, ruinous outbuildings which clung to the 
slope. With Clyne and the other three he passed round 
the comer of the house, stepped to the door and knocked. 
The sun's first raya were striking the higher hills, west- 
ward of the lake, as the party, with stem faces, awaited 
the answer. But the lake, with its holms, and the valley 
and all tiie lower spurs, lay grey and still and dreary in 
the grip of cold. The note of melancholy went to the 
heart of one as he looked, and filled it with remorse. 

"Too late," it seemed to say, "too late!" 

For a time no one came. And Bishop knocked again, 
and more imperiously ; first sending a man to the lower 
end of the ragged garden to be on the look-out. He 
knocked a third time. At last a shuffling of feet was 
heard approaching the door, and a moment later old 
Hinkson opened it. He looked, as he stood blinking in 
the daylight, more frowsy and unkempt and to be avoid- 
ed than usual. But — they noted with disappointment 
that the door was neither locked nor bolted; so that haA 
they tliought of it they might have entered at will ! 

"What is't ?" he drawled, peering at them. "Why did 
you na' come in ?" 

Bishop pushed in without a word. The others fol- 
lowed. A glance sufficed to discover all that the kitchen 
contained; and Bishop, deaf to the old man's remon- 
strances, led the way straight up the dark, close stair- 
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case. But though they explored without ceremony all 
the rooms above, and knocked, and called, and sounded, 
and listened, they stumbled down again, baffled. 

'■ Where's your daughter?" Bishop asked sternly. 

"She was here ten minutes agone," the old man an- 
swered. Perhaps because the day was young he showed 
rather more sense than usual. But his eyes were full of 
spite. 

"Here, was she?" 

••Ay." 

''And Where's she nowp" 

"She's gone to t' doctor's. She be nursing there. 
They've no lass," 

"Nursing ! Who's she nursing?" incredulously. 

The old man grinned at the ignorance of the question. 

"The wumman and the babby," he said. 

"At Tyson's?" 

"Ay, ay." 

"The house in the hollow?" 

"That be it." 

While they were talking thus, others had searched the 
crazy outhouses, but to no better purpose. And presently 
they all assembled in the road outside the gate. 

"Where's your dog, old lad?" asked one of tlie dales- 
men. 

The miser had shuflled after them, holding out his 
hand and begging of tbem. 

"At the doctor's," he answered. "Her be fearsome 
and begged it. Ye'll give an old man something?" he 
adiled, whining. "Ye'll give something?" 

"OfT! Off you go, my lad!" Bishop cried. "We've 
done with you. If you're not a rascal 'tis hard on you, 
for vou look one!" And when the old skinflint had 
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crawled back under the fir-trees, "Worst is, sir,'^ he coa- 
tinued, with a grave face, "it's all true. Tyson's away in 
the north — ^with a brother or something of that kind — so 
I hear. And his missus had a baby this ten days gone or 
more. He's a rough tyke, but he's above this sort of 
thing, I take it. Still, we'll go and question the girl. 
We may get something from her." 

And they trooped oflE along the road in twos and 
threes, and turning the corner saw Tyson's house, below 
them — so far below them that it had, as always, the look 
of a toy house on a toy meadow at the bottom of a green 
bowl. Below the house the little rivulet that rose be- 
side it bisected the meadow, until at the end of the 
open it lost itself in the narrow wooded gorge, through 
which it sprang in unseen waterfalls to join the lake 
below. 

They descended the slope to the house ; sharp-eyed but 
saying little. A trifle to one side of the door, under a 
window, a dog was kenneled. It leapt out barking; but 
seeing so many persons it slunk in again and lay growl- 
ing. A moment and the door was opened and Bess 
showed herself. She looked astonished, but not in an}' 
way frightened. 

"Eh, masters!" she said. "What is it? Are you 
come after the young lady again?" 

"Ay," Bishop answered. "We are. We want to know 
where you got the letter you gave Ann at the inn — to 
give to her?" 

Perhaps Bess looked for the question and was pre- 
pared. At any rate, she betrayed no sign of confusion. 

"Well," she said, "I can tell you what he was like that 
gave it me." 

"A man gave it you ?" 
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"Ay, and a ahilling. And," smiling broadly, "he'd 
have given me something else if I'd let him." 

"A kiss, I bet!" said Bishop. 

"Ay, it was. But I said thafd be another shilling." 

Clyne groaned. 

"For God's sake," he said, "come to the point Time's 
everything." 

Bishop shrugged his shoulders. 

"Where did you see him, my girl?" he asked. 

"By the gate of the coppice as I was bringing the 
milk," she answered frankly. " 'I'm her Joe,' he said. 
'And if you'll hand her this and keep mum, here's a 
shilling for you.' And " 

"Very good," said Bishop. "And what was he like?" 

With much cunning she described Walterson, and 
Bishop acknowledged the likeness. "It's our man!" he 
said, slapping his boot with his loaded whip. " And now, 
my dear, which way did he go?" 

But she explained that she had met him by the gate — 
he was a stranger — and she had left him in the same 
place. 

"And you can't say which way he went?" 

"No," she answered. "Nor yet which way he came. 
I looked back to see, to tell the truth," frankly. "But 
he had not moved, and he did not move until I was ont 
of eight. And I never saw him again. The boy had not 
been stolen tlien," she continued, "and I thought little 
of it." 

"You should have told," Bishop answered, eyeing her 
severely. "Another time, my lass, youll get into trou- 
ble." And then suddenly, "Here, can we come in?" 

She threw the door wide with a movement that dis- 
armed suspicion. 
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"To be sure," she saii "And welcome^ so as you 
don't make a noise to waken the mistress." 

Bnt when they stood In the kitchen it wore an aspect 
so neat and orderly that they were ashamed of their sns- 
pidons. The fire bnmed cheerfully on the wide hearth, 
and a wooden tray set roughly, but cleanly, stood on the 
comer of the long, polished table. The door of the 
shady dairy stood open, and afforded a glimpse of the 
great leaden milk-pans, and the row of shining pails. 

"The mistress is just oyerhead," she said. "So yonTl 
not make much noise, if you please." 

"We'll make none," said Bishop. "We'ye learned what 
we want." And he turned to go out- 
All had not entered. Those who had, nodded, turned 
with gloomy faces, and followed him out. The dog, 
lurking at the back of its kennel, was still growling. 

"I'd be af eared to sleep here without him," Bess yolnn- 
teered. 

"Ay, ay." 

"He's better 'n two men.** 

"Ay?" 

They looked at the dog, and some one bade her good- 
day. And one by one the little troop turned and trailed 
despondently from the house, Clyne with his chin sunk 
on his breast. Bishop in a brown study, the other men 
staring blankly before them. Half-way up the ascent 
to the road Clyne stopped and looked back. His face 
was troubled. 

"I thought " he began. And then he stopped and 

listened, frowning. 

"What?" 

"I don't know." He looked up. "You didn't hear 
anything?" 
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Bishop and the men said that they had not heard any- 
thing. They listened. They all listened. And all eaid 
that they heard nothing. 

"It was fancy, I suppose," Clyne muttered, pausing 
his hand over his eyes. And he shook his head as if to 
shake off some painful impression. 

But before he reached the road he paused once again 
and listened. And his face was haggard and lined with 
trouble. 

It occurred to no one that Bess had been too civil. To 
no ona For shrewd Mrs. Oilsoa was not with them. 



CHAPTER XXXm 



THS SMUGGLEBS' OTEN 



Henbietta crouched beside the lamp, lulling the child 
from time to time with a murmured word. She held the 
boy, whom she had come to saTC, tight in her arms ; and 
the thought that she held him was bliss to her, though 
poisoned bliss. Whatever happened he would learn that 
she had reached the child. He would know— even if the 
worst came — ^what she had done for him. But the worst 
must not come. Were she once in the open under the 
stars, how quickly could she flee down the road with this 
light burden in her arms — down the road until she saw 
the star-sprinkled lake spread below her! In twenty 
minutes, were she outside, she might be safe. In twenty 
minutes, only twenty minutes, she might place the child 
in his arms, she might read the joy in his eyes, and hear 
words — ah, so unlike those which she had heard from 
him! 

There were only two doors between herself and free- 
dom. Her heart beat at the thought. In twenty minutes 
how different it might be with her — in twenty minutes, 
were she at liberty ! 

She must wait until the child was sound asleep. Then 

when she could lay him down she would examine tlie 

place. The purity of the air proved that there was either 

a secret inlet for the purpose of ventilation, or that the 

door which shut off their prison from the well-head fitted 

380 
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ill and loosely. In the latter caae it was possible that her 
strength might avail to force the door and make escape 
poesible. They might not have given her credit for the 
vigour which she felt that she had it in her to show if 
the opportunity offered itself. 

In the meantime she scrutinised, as she sat, every foot 
of the walls, without discovering anything to encourage 
hope or point to a second exit. The light of the dim 
lamp revealed only smooth courses of bricks, so near her 
eyes, so low upon her head, so bewildering in their regu- 
larity and number, that they appalled her the more the 
longer she gazed on them. It was ta seek relief that she 
rose at last, and laying the sleeping child aside, went to 
the door and esamjncd it. 

Alas ! it presented to the eye only solid wood, over- 
lapping the aperture which it covered, and revealing in 
consequence neither hinges nor fastening. She set her 
shoulder against it, and thrust with all her might. But 
it neither hent nor moved, and in despair she left it, and 
stooping low worked her way round the walls. Her 
closest scrutiny revealed nothing; not a slit as wide as 
her slenderest finger, not a peg, nor a boss, nor anything 
that promised exit. She returned to the door, and made 
another and more desperate attempt to burst it. But 
her strength was unequal to the task, and to avoid a re- 
turn of the old panic, which threatened to overcome her, 
she dropped down beside the child, and took him again 
in her arms, feeling that in the appeal which the boy's 
helplessness made to her she had her best shield against 
such terrors. 

The next moment, with a flicker or two, the light went 
out. She was in complete darkness. 

She fought with herself and with the impulse to 
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shriek; and she eanquered. She drew a deep breath as 
she sat^ and with the unconscious child in her arms, 
stared motionless before her. 

"They will come back," she murmured steadfastly; 
"they will come back 1 They will come back ! And in 
the meantime I must be brave for the child's sake, I 
have only to wait ! And they will come back !" 

Nevertheless, it was hard to wait. It was hard not to 
let her thoughts rim on the things which might prevent 
their return. They might be put to flight, they might be 
discovered and killed, they might be taken and refuse to 
say where she was. And tlien ? Then ? 

But for the child's sake she must not, she would not, 
think of that. She must dwell, instead, on the shortness 
of the time that had elapsed since they left her. She 
could not guess what the hour was, but she judged that 
it was something after midnight now, and that half of 
the dark hours were gone. Even so, she had long to 
wait before she could expect to be visited. She must 
have patience, therefore. Above all, she must not think 
of the mountain of earth above her, of the two thick 
doors that shut her oflE from the living world, of the 
vault that almost touched her head as she sat. For when 
she did the air seemed to fail her, and the grip of fren- 
zied terror came near to raising her to her feet. Once 
on her feet and in that terror's grasp, she knew that she 
would rave and shriek, and beat on the walls — and go 
madl 

But she would not think of these things. She would 
sit quite still and hold the child more tightly to her, and 
be sensible. And be sensible ! Above all, be sensible ! 

She thought of many things as she sat holding herself 
as it were; of her old home and her old life, the home 
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and the life that seemed so far away, though no more 
than a few weeks divided her from them. But more 
particularly she thought of her folly and of the events of 
the last month; and of the child and of the child's 
father, and — with a shudder — of Walterson. How silly, 
how unutterably eilly, she had been! And what stuff, 
what fiistian she had mistaken for heroism; while, 
through all, the quiet restraint of the true master of men 
had been under her eyes. 

Not that all the fault had been hers. She was sure of 
that even now. Captain Clyne had known her as little 
as she had known him, and had misjudged her as largely. 
That he might know her better was her main desire now ; 
and that he might know it, whatever the issue, she had 
an inspiration. She took from her neck the gold clasp 
which had aroused old Hinkson's greed, and she fastened 
it securely inside the child's dress. If the child were 
rescued, the presence of the brooch would prove that she 
had succeeded in her quest, and been with the boy. 

After that she dozed oflE, and presently, strange to say, 
she slept. Fortunately, the child also was worn out; 
and the two slept as soundly in the grim silence of the 
buried vault, with the load of earth above them and the 
water trickling from the well-hole beside them, as in the 
softest bed. They slept long, yet when Henrietta at last 
awoke it was happily to immediate consciousness of the 
position and of the need of coolness. The boy had been 
first to rouse himself and was crying for a light, and for 
something to quench his thirst. A little milk remained 
in the can, and with infinite precaution she groped for 
the vessel and found it. The milk was sour, but the boy 
lapped it eagerly, and Henrietta wetted her own lips, for 
she, too, was parohed with thirst She could have dniuk 
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iec times as much with pleasure, but she denied herself, 
and set the rest in a safe place. She did not know how 
long she had slept, and the fear that they might be left 
to meet a dreadful death would lift its head, bard as 
she strove to trample on it 

She gave the child a few spoonfuls of porridge and 
encouraged him to crawl about in the darkness. But 
after some restless, querulous moaningg he slept again, 
and Henrietta was left to her thoughts, which continu- 
ally grew more uneasy. She was hungry; and tliat 
Gecmed to prove that the morning was come uid gon& 
If this were so were they to remain there all day? And 
if all day, all night? And all next day? And if so, if 
they were not discovered by next day, why not — for- 

Again she had to straggle against the hysterical terror 
that gripped and choked her. And resist it without 
action she could not. She rose, and in the dark felt her 
way to the hatchway by which she had entered. Again 
she passed her fingers down the smooth edges where it 
met the brickwork. She sought something, some bolt, 
some peg, some hinge — anything that, if it did not lead 
ia freedom, might hold her thoughts and give her occu- 
pation. But there was nothing I And when she had set 
her ear against the thick wood, still there was nothing. 
She turned from it, and went slowly and doggedly round 
the prison on her knees, feeling the brickwork here and 
there, and in very dearth of hope, searching with her 
iingere for that which had bafQed her eyes. Hound, and 
round again; with just a pause to listen and a stifled 
sob. But in vain. All, as she might have known, was 
toil in vain. All was futile, hopeless. And then the 
child awoke, and she had to take him up and soothe him 
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and give him the last of the milk and the porridge. He 
seemed a little stronger and better. But she — ahe waa 
growing frightened — horribly frightened. She must have 
been hours in that place; and she was very near to that 
breakdown, which she had kept at bay so long. 

For she had no more food. And, worse, with the 
sound of water almost in her ears, with the knowledge 
that it ran no more than a few feet from her in a clear 
and limpid stream, she had nothing more with which she 
could quench the boy's tiiirst or her own. And she had 
no light. That frantic struggle to free herself, that 
strength of despair which might, however improbably, 
have availed her, were and must be futile for her, fe^ 
tered and maimed by a darkness that conld be felt. She 
drew the child nearer and hugged him to her. He waa 
her talisman, her ail, the tie tiiat bound her to sanity, 
the being outside herself for whom she was bound to 
'think and plan and be cool. 

She succeeded — for the moment. But as she sat, dol- 
ing a little at intervals, with the child pressed closely to 
her, she fell from time to time into fits of trembling. 
And she prayed for light — only for light! And then 
again for some sound, some change in the cold, dead 
etillness that made her seem like a thing apart, aloof, 
removed from other things. And she was very thirsty. 
She knew that presently the child would grow thirsty 
again. And she would have nothing to give him. 

The thought was torture, and she seemed to have borne 
it an age already; supported by the fear of rousing the 
boy and hastening the moment she dreaded. She would 
have broken down, she must have broken down, but for 
one thought; that, long as the hours seemed to her, and 
far distant as the moment of her Nitrance appeared, she 
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might be a great way oat in her reckoning of time. She 
might not h&ve been shut up there so very long. The 
wretches who had put her there might not have fled. 
They might not have abandoned her. If she knew all 
she might be rid in an instant of her fears. All the time 
she might be torturing herself for nothing. 

She clung passionately to that thought and to the 
child. But the prolonged imcertainty, the suspense, the 
waiting, tried her to the utmost of her endurance. Her 
ears ached with the pain of listening; her senses hun- 
gered for the sound of the footstep on which all de- 
pended. Would that sound never come? Once or twice 
ehe fancied that she heard it; and mocked by hope she 
stilled the very beating of her heart, that she might hear 
more keenly. But nothing followed, nothing. Nothing 
happened, and her heart sickened. 

"Presently," she thought, "I shall begin to see things. 
I shall grow weak and fancy things. The horror of being' 
buried alive will master me, and I shall shriek and shout 
and go mad. But that shall not be until the child's trou- 
ble is over — God helping me !" 

And then, dazzling her with its brightness, a sudden 
thought flashed through her brain. Fool ! Fool ! She 
had succumbed in despair when a cry might release her I 
She had laid herself down to die, when ehe had but to 
lift up her voice, and the odds were that she would be 
heard. Ay, and he freed ! For had not the girl threat- 
ened her with the man's coarse gallantries if she 
screamed? And to what purpoee, if she were buried so 
deep that her complaints could not be heard ? 

The thought lifted a weight from her. It revived her 
hopes, almost her confidence. Immediately a current of 
vigour and courage coursed through her veins. But she 
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did not shout at once. The child was aaleep; she would 
await his awakening, and in the meantime she would 
listen diligently. For if she could be heard by those 
who approached the place, it was possible that she could 
hear them. 

She had barely conceived the thought, when the thing 
for which she had waited so long happened. The silence 
was broken. A sound struck her ear. A grating ntHse 
followed. Then a shaft of light, bo faint that only eyes 
long used to utter darkness could detect it, darted in and 
lay across the brickwork of the vault. In a twinkling 
she was on her knees and scrambling with the child in 
her arms towards the hatch. She had reached it and 
was touching it, when the bolts that held up the door 
slid clear, and with a sharp report the hatch fell. A 
burst of light poured in and blinded her. But what was 
sight to her? She, who had borne up against fear so 
bravely had now only one thought, only one idea in her 
mind — to escape from the vault. She tumbled out reck- 
lessly, fell against something, and only through the sup- 
port of an nnspen hand kept on her feet as she alighted 
in the well-head. 

A man whom her haste had pushed aside, slapped her 
on the shoulder. 

"Lord, you're in a hurry!" he said. "You've had 
enough of bed for once !" 

"So would you," came the answer — in Bess's voice — 
"if you'd had twenty-four hours of it, my lad. All the 
same, she'll have to go back." 

Trembling and dazed, Henrietta peered from one to 
the other. Mistress of herself two minutes before, she 
was now on the verge of hysteria, and controlled herself 
with an effort. 
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"Oh!" she cried. "Oh! thank God you've c«ne! 
Tliaak God you've come! I thought you had left me." 

She waa thantful — oh, she waa thankful ; though these 
were no rescuers, but the two who had consigned her to 
that horrible place. Bese raised the lanthom so that its 
light fell on the girl's haggard, twitching face. 

"We could not come before," she said, with something 
like pity in her tone, "That's all," 

"AH!" Henrietta gasped. "All! Oh, I thought you 
had left me I I thought yon had left me I" 

Bess considered her, and there was beyond doubt some- 
thing like softening in the girl's dark face. But her 
tone remained ironical. 

"You didn't," she said, "much fancy your bedroom, I 
guess?" 

Henrietta's teeth chattered. 

"Oh, God forgive you!" she cried. "I thought you 
had left me ! I thought you'd left me !" 

"It was your own folks' fault," Bess retorted. 
"They've never had their eyes off the blessed house, one 
or another of them, from dawn to dark ! We could not 
come. But now here's food, and plenty!" raising the 
light. "How's the child?" 

"Bad! Bad!" Henrietta muttered. 

She was coming to her senses. She was beginning to 
imderstand the position; to comprehend that no res- 
cuers were here, no search party had found her; and 
that — and that — ^had not one of them dropped a word 
about her going back? Going back meant going back to 
that — place ! With a sudden gesture she thrust the food 
from her. 

"Aint you going to eat?" Bess asked, staring. "I 
thought you'd be famished." 
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"Not here I Not here I" she answered TiolenUy. 

"Oh, noiiflenae!" the other rejoined. "Don't be a 
fooll You're clemmed, I'll be bound. Eat while yon 
can," 

But, " Not here ! Not here 1" Henrietta replied. And 
she thrust the food away. 

The man interposed. 

"Stow it!" he said, in a threatening tone. "You eat 
while jou can and where you can 1" 

But she was desperate. 

"I'll not eat here!" she cried. "I'll not eat here! 
And I'll not go back!" her voice rising. "I will die 
before I will go back. Do you hear?" with the fierce- 
ness of a wild creature at bay. "I do not care what you 
do! And the child is dying. Another night — but ni 
not Buffer it I And if you lay a finger on me" — repelling 
Bess, who had made a feint of seizing her — "I will 
scream until I am heard ! Ay, I will !" she repeated, her 
eyes sparkling. "But take me to the house and I will 
go quietly I I will go quietly I" 

It was plain that she was almost beside herself, and 
that fear of the place in which she had passed so many 
hours had driven out all other fear. The two, who bad 
not left her alone so long without misgiving, looked at 
one another and hesitated. They might overpower her. 
But the place was so closely watched that a single shriek 
might be heard; then they would be taken red-banded. 
Nor did Bess at least wish to use force. The position, 
and her views, were changed. All day curious eyes had 
been fixed on the house, and inquisitive people had 
started up where they were leftst expected. Bess's folly 
in bringing this hornets' nest about their ears had 
shaken her influence with the men; and the day had 
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been one long exchange of savage recriminations. She 
owned to hcreelf that she had done a foolish thing; 
that she had let her spite carry her too far. And in 
secret she was beginning to thinii how slic could clear 
herself. 

She did not despair of this ; for she was crafty and of 
a good courage. She did not even think it would be 
hard; but she must, as a sine qvd non, conciliate the girl 
whom she had wronged. Unluckily she now saw that she 
could not conciliate her without taking her to the house. 
And she could not with safety take her to the house. 
The men were irritated by the peril which she had 
brought upon them ; they were ferocious and out of 
hand ; and terribly suspicious to boot. They blamed her, 
Bess, for all : they had tbreat«ied her. And if she was 
not safe among them, she was quite sure that Henrietta 
would not be safe. 

There was an alternative. She might let the girl go 
there and then. And she would have done this, hut she 
could not do it without Giles's consent; and she dared 
not propose it to him. He was wanted for other offences, 
and the safe return of Henrietta and the child would not 
clear him. He had looked on the child, and now looked 
on the girl, as pawns in his game, a quid pro quo with 
which — if he were taken while they remained in his 
friends' hands — he might buy his pardon. Bess, there- 
fore, dared not propose to free Henrietta: and what was 
she to do if the girl was so foolish as to refuse to go hack 
to the place where she was safe? 

"Look here," she said at last. "You're safer here than 
in the house, if you will only take my word for it" 

But there is no arguing with fear. 

"I will not!" Henrietta persisted, with passion. "I 
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will not ! Take me out of this ! Take me out I The 
child will die here, and I shall go mad ! — mad !" 

"You're pretty mad now," the mwi retorted. But 
that said, he met Beas'e eyes and nodded reluctantly. 
"Well," he said, "ifs her own lookout. But I think 
she'll repent it." 

''Will you go quiet?" Bess asked. 

"Yes, yes!" 

"And you'll not cry out? Nor try to break away?" 

"I will notl I will not indeed I" 

"You swear it?" 

"I do." 

"And by G — d," the man interposed bluntly, "she'd 
better keep to it." 

"Very well," Bess said. "You have it your own way. 
But I tell you truly, I put you in here for the best. And 
perhaps you'll know it before you're an hour older. 
However, all's said, and it's your own doing." 

"Why don't you let me go?" Henrietta panted. "Let 
me go, and let me take the ehiJd I" 

"Stow it!" the man cried, cutting her short. "It's 
likely, when we're as like as not to pay dear for taking 
you. Do you shut your talking-trap !" 

"She'll be quiet," Bess said, more gently. "So douse 
the glim, lad. And do you give me the child," to Henri- 
*etta. 

But she cried, "No I No!" and held it more closely 
to her. 

"Very good! Then take my hand — ^you don't know 
the way. And not a whisper, mind I Slip the bolt, Giles I 
And, mum, all I" 



CHAPTER XXXIV 
IN ttson'b kitchen 

The distance to the house was short Before Henri- 
etta had done more than taste the bliss of the open night, 
had done more than lift her eyes in thankfulness to the 
dark profundity above her, she vaa under the eaves, A 
stealthy tap was answered by the turning of a key, a 
door was quickly and silently opened, and she was pushed 
forward, Bess muttered a word or two— to a person 
unse^ — and gripping her arm, thrust her along a paa- 
sage. A second door gave way as mysteriously, and Hen- 
rietta found herself dazzled and blinking on the thresh- 
old of tlie kitchen which she had left twenty-four hours 
before. It was lighted, Imt not with the wastefnlnesa 
and extravagance of the previous evening. Nor did it 
display those signs of disorder and riot which had yes- 
terday opened her eyes. 

She was sinking under the weight of the child, which 
she had hugged to her that it might not cry, and she 
' went straight to the settle and laid the boy on it He 
opened his eyes and looked vacantly before him; but, 
apparently, he was too far gone in weakness, or in too 
much fear, to cry. While Henrietta, relieved of the 
weight, and perhaps of a portion of her fears, sank on 
the settle beside him, leant her face on her arms and 
burst into passionate weeping. 
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It w&fi perhaps the best thing in her power. For the 
men had followed her into the kitchen ; and Lunt, with 
bmtal oaths, was asking why she waa there and what 
new folly was this. Bess turned on him — she well knew 
how to meet such attacks; and with scornful tongue she 
bade him wait, calling him thick-head, and adding that 
he'd learn by-and-by, if he could learn anything. Then, 
while Giles, ill-content himself, gave some kind of ac- 
count of the thing, she began — as if it were a trifle — to 
lay the supper. And almost by force she got Henrietta 
to the table. 

"Ifs food you want!" she said bluntly. "Don't play 
the Billy ! Who's hurt you ? Who's going to hurt you ? 
Here, take a sip of this, and youll feel better. Never 
heed him," with a contemptuous glance at Lnnt. "He's 
moet times a grumbler." 

For the moment Henrietta was quite broken, and the 
pressure which the other exerted was salutary. She did 
what she waa bidden, swallowing a mouthful of the 
Scotch cordial Bess forced on her, and eating and drink- 
ing mechanically. Meanwhile the three men had brought 
their heads together, and sat discussing the position with 
nnconcealed grudging and mistrust 

At length : 

"You've grown cursed kind of a sudden I" Lnnt swore, 
scowling at the two women. The child, m the presence 
of the men, sat paralysed with terror. "What's this 
blamed fuss about?" 

"What fuss?" Bess shot at him over her shoulder. 
And going to the child she bent over it with a bowl of 
bread and milk. 

"Why don't you lay 'em up in lavender?" the man 
eneered. "See here, she was a peacock yesterday and 
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you'd grind her pretty face under your heel ! To-day 

What does it mean? I want to know," 

"I suppose you don't want 'em to die?" the girl re- 
turned, in the same tone of contempt. 

"What do I care whether they die?" 

"They'd be much use to us, dead!" she retorted. 

Qiles nodded assent. 

"The girl's right there," he said in a low tone. "Best 
leave it to her. She's a cunning one and no mistake." 

"Ay, cunning enough !" Lunt answered. "But whose 
game is she playing? Hera or ours?" 

"Didn't know you had one !" Bess flung at Mm. And 
then in an undertone, "Dolt!" she muttered. 

"It's all one, man, ifs all one!" Giles said. On the 
whole he was for peace. "Best have supper, and talk it 
over after." 

"And let the first that comes in through the door find 
her?" Lunt cried. 

"Who's to come?" 

"Didn't tliey come here this morning? And last night? 
And if she'd been here, or the child " 

"Ay, but they weren't!" Bess answered brusqiiely. 
"And that's the reason the coves won't come again. For 
the matter of that," turning fiercely on them, "who was 
it cleaned up after you, you dirty dogs, and put this 
place straight? Without which they'd have known as 
much the moment they put their noses in^as if the girl 
had been sitting on the settle tliere. Who was it thought 
of that, and did it? And hid you safe upstairs?" 

"You did, Bess — you did !" the gipsy answered, speak- 
ing for the first time. "And a gay, clever wench you 
are!" He looked defiantly at Lunt. "You're a game 
cove," he said, "but you're not fly !" 
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Lunt for answer fired half a dozen oaths at him. But 
Giles interposed. 

"We're all in one boat," he said. "And food's plenty. 
Let's stop jawing and to it !" 

Two of the men aeemed to think the advice good. And 
they began to eat, still debating. The third, Saul, con- 
tinued to listen to his companions, but his sly eyes never 
left Henrietta, who sat a little farther down the table 
on the opposite side. She was not for some time aware 
of his looks, or of their meaning. But Besa, who knew 
his nature — ^he was her cousin — and who saw only what 
she had feared to see, frowned as she marked the direc- 
tion of bis glances. In the act of sitting down she 
paused, leant over the table, and with a quick movement 
swept off the Hollands bottle. 

But the gipsy, with a grin, touched Lunt's elbow. And 
the ruffian seeing what she was doing, fell into a fresh 
fury and bade her put the bottle back again. 

"I shall not," she said. "You've ale, and plenty. Do 
you want to be drunk if the girl's folks come?" 

"Curse you !" he retorted. "Didn't you say a minute 
ago that they wouldn't come?" 

Giles sided with him — for the first time. 

"Ay, that's blowing hot and cold !" he said. "Put the 
gin back, lass, and no two words about it." 

She stood darkly hesitating, as if she meant to refuse. 
But Lunt had risen, and it was clear that he would take 
no refusal that was not backed by force. She replaced 
the Dutch bottle sullenly; and Giles drew it towards him 
and with a free hand laced his ale. 

"There's naught like dog's nose," he said, "to comfort 
a manl The lass forgets that it's wintry weather and 
I've been out in it !" 
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"A dram's a dram, winter or summer !" Lnnt growled. 

And he followed the example. 

But Bess knew that she had lost the one ally on vhom 
she had counted. She could manage Giles sober. But 
drink was the man's weakness ; and when he was drunk 
he was as brutal as his comrade; and more dangeroos. 

She had satisfied her grudge against Henrietta. And 
she was aware now, only too well aware, that she had let 
it carry her too far. She had nothing to gain by fur- 
ther violence; she had everything to lose by it. For if 
the girl were ill-treated, there would be no mercy for any 
of the party, if taken ; while escape, in the face of the 
extraordinary measures which Ciyne was taking and of 
the hostility of ttic countryside, was doubtful at the best. 
As she thought of these things and ate her supper with 
a sombre face, she wished with all her heart that she had 
never seen the girl, and never, to satisfy a silly spite, de- 
coyed her. Her one aim now was to get her out of the 
men's sight, and to shut her up where she might be safe 
till morning. It was a pity, it was a thousand pities, 
that Henrietta had not stayed in the smugglers' oven ! 
And Bess wondered if she could even now persuade her 
to return to it. But a glance at Henrietta's haggard 
face, on which the last twenty-four hours had imprinted 
a stamp it would take many times twenty-four hours to 
efface, warned her that advice — short of the last ex- 
tremity — would be useless. It remained to ranove the 
girl to the only place where she might, with luck, lie safe 
and unmolested. 

In this Henrietta might aid her — ^had she her wits 
about her. But Henrietta did not seem to be awake to 
the peril. The insolence of the gipsy's glances, which 
had yesterday brought the blood to her cheeks, passed 
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unnoted, bo complete was her collapse. Doubtless 
strength would return, nay, was even now returning; 
and presently wit would return. For her nerves were 
young, and would quickly recover their tone. But for 
the moment, she was almost comatose. Having eaten 
and drunk, she sat heavily, with her elbow on the table, 
her head resting on her hand. The sleeve bad fallen 
back from her wrist, and the gipsy lad's eyes rested long 
and freely on the white roundness of her arm. Her fair 
complexion seduced him as no dark beauty had power to 
seduce. He eyed her as the tiger eyes the fawn before St 
(springs from covert. Bess, who read his looks as if they 
had been an open book, and who saw that Giles, her one 
dependence, was growing more sullen and dangerous 
with every draught, could have struck Henrietta for her 
fatuous stolidity. 

One thing was clear. TTie longer she put off the move, 
the more dangerous the men were like to be. Bess never 
lacked resolution, and she was quick to take her part. 
As soon as she had eaten and drunk her fill, she rose and 
tapped Henrietta on the shoulder. 

"We're best away," she said coolly. "Will yon carry 
the brat upstairs, or eliall I F" 

For a moment she thought that she had carried her 
point. For no one spoke or objected. But when Henri- 
etta rose and turned to the settle to take up the boy, the 
gipsy muttered something in Lunt's ear. The rufBan 
glared across at the girls, and struck the haft of his knife 
with violence on the board. 

"Upstairs?" he roared. "No, my girl, you don't! 
We keep together ! We keep together ! S'help me, if I 
don't think you mean to peach I" 

"Don't be a fool," she answered. And she furtively 
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touched Henrietta's arm, as a sign to lier to be ready. 
Then to the gipsy lad, in a tone full of meaning, "The 
gentry mort," she said, in thieves' patter, "is not worth 
the nubbing-cheat. I'm fly, and FlI not have it. Stow 
it, my lad, and don't be a flat!" 

"And let you pcaeh on us?" he answered, smiling. 

Lunt struck the table. 

"Stop your lingo!" he said. "Here, you!" to Giles. 
"Are yon going to let these two sell us? The lass is on 
to peaching, that's my belief !" 

"We'll — soon stop that," Giles replied, with a hic- 
cough. "Here, I'll — I'll take one, and you — ^you 
t'other ! And we'll fine well stop their peaching, pretty 
dears !" He staggered to his feet as he spoke, his face 
inflamed with drink. "Peach, will they?" he muttered, 
swaying a little, and scowling at them over the dull, un- 
Bunffed candles. "We'll stop that, and — and ha' gome 
fun, too." 

"S'help us if we don't!" cried Lunt, also rising to his 
feet. "Let's live to-day, if we die to-morrow! You 
take one and I'll take the other !" 

The gipsy lad grinned. 

"Who's the flat now?" he chuckled. He alone re- 
mained seated, with his arms on the table. "You've 
raised your pipe too soon, my lass !" 

" Stow this folly !" Bess answered, keeping a hold face. 
"We're going upstairs," she continued. "Do you" — to 
Henrietta — "bring the child." 

But, " Curse nie if you are I" Giles answered. Drink 
had made him the more dangerous of the two. He 
lurched forward as he spoke, and placed himself be- 
tween the girls and the foot of the open staircase that 
led to the upper floor. "We're one apiece for yon 
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and one over ! And you're going to stay, my girls, and 
amuse ub!" 

And he opened his arms, with a tipsy laugh. 

If Henrietta had been slow to see the danger, she saw 
it now. And the shocli was the greater. The men's 
flushed fa^es and vinous cyea, still more the dark face 
of the smiling gipsy who had raised the tempest for his 
own ends, filled her with fear. She clutched the child to 
ber, but as much by instinct as from calculation ; and she 
cast a desperate look round her — only to see that retreat 
was cut off. The girls were hemmed in on the hearth be- 
tween tJie fire and the long table, and it was bard to aay 
which of the men she most dreaded. She had gone 
through much already and she cowered, white to the lips, 
behind her companion, who, for her part, looked greater 
confidence than she felt. But whatever Bess's fears, she 
rallied bravely to the occasion, being no stranger to such 

"Well," she said, temporising, "we'll sit down a bit if 
you'll mind your manners. But we'll sit here, my lads, 
and together." 

"No, one apiece," Giles hiccoughed, before she had 
finished speaking. "One apiece ! You come and sit by 
me — 'twon't he the first time, my beauty 1 And — and 
t'other one by him !" 

Bess stamped her foot in a rage. 

"Nol" she cried, "I will not! You'll just stay on 
your own Hide ! And we on ours !" 

"You'll just do as I say!" the man answered, with 
tipsy obstinacy. "You'll just do — as I say !" 

And he lurched forward, thinking to take her by sur- 
prise and seize her. 

Henrietta screamed, and recoiled to the farthest cor- 
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net of the chimney nook. Bess stood her ground, bat 
with a dark lace thrust her hand into her boeom — 
probably for a knife. She never drew it, however. 
Before Giles could touch her, or Lnnt, who was 
coasting about the long table to come at Henrietta, 
had compassed half the distance — there was a knock at 
the door. 

It was a small thing, bnt it was enongh. It checked 
the men as effectually as if it had been the knell of doom. 
They hung arrested, eye questioning eye; or, in turn, 
tip-toeing to gain their weapons, they cast looks of men' 
ace at the women. And they listened with murder in 
their eyes. 

"If you breathe a word," Giles hissed, "I'll throttle 
you!" 

And he raised his hand for silence. The knock was 
repeated. 

"Some one must go," the gipsy lad muttered. 

His face was sallow with fear. 

"Go?" Bess answered, in a low tone, but one of fierce 
paeaion. "Who's to go bnt me? See now where you'd 
be without me !" 

"And do you see here," Lunt made answer, and he 
drew a pistol from his pocket, and cocked it, "one word 
more than's needful, and I'll blow your brains out, my 
lass. If I go, yon go first I So mark me, and speak 'em 
fairl" 

And with a geeture he pointed to the dairy, and beck- 
oned to the other men to retire thither. 

He seemed to be about to command Henrietta to go 
with them. But he saw that in sheer terror she would 
disobey him, or he thought her sufficiently hidden where 
she was. For when he had seen the other men out he 
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followed them, and holding the door of the daii; half 
open showed Bess the pistol. 

"Now," he said, "and by G — d, remember. For I'll 
keep my word," 

Bess hod already, with a hasty hand, removed some of 
the plates and mugs from the table. She made sure that 
Henrietta was all but invisible behind the settle. Then 
she went to the door. 

"Who's there?" she cried aloud. 

No one answered, but the knock was repeated. 

Henrietta raised her white face above the level of the 
settle. She listened, and hope, terrified as she was, rose 
in her heart. Who was likely to visit this lonely house 
at so late an hour? Was it not almost certain that her 
friends were there? And that anothsr minute would 
see her safe in their hands ? 

Giles's dark face peering from the doorway of the 
dairy answered that question. The muzzle of his wea- 
pon now covered her, now Bess. Sick at heart, almost 
fainting, she sank again behind the settle and prayed. 
While Bess with a noisy hand thrust back the great bar, 
and opened the door. 

There was no inrush of feet, and Bess looked out 

"Well, who is it?" she asked of the darkness. "Yon're 
late enough, whoever you are." 

Hie entering draught blew the fiames of the candles 
awry. Then a woman's voice was heard : 

" I've come to ask how the missus is," it said. 

"Oh, you have, have you? And a fine time this!" 
Bess scolded, with wonderful glibness. "She^s neither 
better nor worse. So there I I hope yon think if b worth 
yom trouble !" 

"And the baby? I heard it was dead." 
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"Then yon heard a lie 1" 

The visitor, who was no other than Mrs. Tj-Bon's old 
Rervant, t^e stolid woman who had once admitted Hen- 
rietta to the house, eeemed at a loss what to say next 
After an awkward pause : 

"Oh," she said, "well, I am glad. I was not sure you 
hadn't left her. And if she can't get out of her bed " 

"You thought there'd be pickings abootl" Bess cried, 
in her most insolent tone. "Weil, there ain't, my girl I 
And don't you come up again scaring us after dark, or 
you'll hear a bit more of my mind !" 

"You're not easy scared!" the woman retorted con- 
temptuously. "Don't tell me I It takes more than the 
dark to f rightai yon I" 

"Anyway, nine o'clock is my hour for getting scared," 
Bess returned. "And as it's after that, and you've a 
dark walk back D'you come through the wood?" 

"Ay, I did." 

"Then you'd beat go back that way I" Bess replied. 

And she shut the door in the woman's face, and flung 
the bar over with a resounding bang. 

And quickly, before the men, heaving sighs of relief, 
had had time to emerge from their retreat, she waa across 
the floor, and had dragged Henrietta to her feet 

"Up the stairs!" she whispered, "The door on the 
left ! Knock ! Knock ! I'll keep them back." 

Taken by surprise aa she was, Henrietta's courage roae. 
' She bounded to the open stairs, and was half-way up be- 
fore the men took in the position and understood that 
she waa escaping them. They rushed forward then, fall- 
ing over one another in their eagemesa to seize her. But 
they were too late, Bess waa before them. She sprang on 
to the widest of the lower steps where the staircase 
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turned in the coma- of the room, and Sashing her knife 
in their eyes, she swore that she would blind the first 
man who ascended. They knew her, and for the mo- 
ment fell back daunted ajid dismayed ; for Oiles had put 
up hiB pistol. He bethought himself, indeed, of pulling 
it out, when he found parle)' useless ; but it was then too 
late. By that time Bess's ear told her that Henrietta 
was safe in Mrs, Tyson's room, with the bolt shot behind 
her. 



CHAPTER XXXT 



THBOUGH THB WOOD 



Behdcd the cloee<l door the two hsgganl-fMed i 
looked at one another. Mrs. Tteoq bad not left her bed 
for manY dajs. Snt ehe had heard the knockiiig at the 
oater door and the aii5wermg growl of the dog chaioed 
under her window; and hoping, yet scarcely daring to 
expect, that the nightmare was over and her hnsband or 
her friends were at hand, ehe had dragged herself from 
the bed and opened the door as soon as the knockiog 
sounded in tnm at that. 

For days, indeed, one strand, and one only, had held 
the feeble, frightened wmnan to life; and that strand 
was the babe that laj beside her. The sheep will fight 
for its lamb, the wren for its fledglings. And Urs. IVaon, 
if she had not fought, had for the babe's sake borne and 
endured; and surrounded by the rufOans who had the 
bouse at their mercy, she had survived terrors that in 
other circnmstaDces would have driven her mad. 

True, Bess had not ill-treated her. On the contrary, 
she had been almost kind to her. And lonely and ill, 
dependent on her for everything, the woman had lost 
much of her dread of the girl ; though now and again, in 
sheer wantonness, Bess would play with her feare. Cer- 
tain that the weak-willed creature would not dare to ieW 
what she knew, Bess had boasted to her of Henrietta's 
presence and her danger and her plight. When Hen- 
rietta, therefore, the moment the door was unfastened. 
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flang herself into tlie room, and with frantic fingers 
helped to secure the door behind her, Mrs. Tyson was 
afltonished indeed; but less astonished than alarmed. 
She was alarmed in truth, almost to swooning, and 
showed a face as white as paper. 

Luckily, Henrietta had resumed the wit and courage 
of which stupor had deprived her for a time. She had 
no longer Bess at her elbow to bid her do this or that. 
But she had Bess's example and her own spirit. There 
was an instant of stricken silence, during which she and 
the woman looked fearfully into one another's faces by 
the light of the poor dip that burned beside the gloomy 
tester. Then Henrietta took her part. She laid down 
the child, to which she bad clung instinctively; and with 
a strength which surprised herself, she dragged a chest, 
that stood but a foot on one side of the opening, across 
the door. It would not withstand the men long, but it 
would check them. She looked doubtfully at the bed, 
but mistrusted her power to move it. And before she 
could do more, a sound reached them from an unex- 
pected quarter, and struck at the root of her plans. For 
it came from the window ; and so unexpectedly, that it 
flung thom into one another's arms. 

Mrs. Tyson screamed loudly. They clnng to one an- 
other. 

"What is it? What is it?" Henrietta cried. 

Then she saw a spectral face pressed against the dark 
casement. A hand tapped repeatedly on a pane. 

Henrietta put llrs. Tyson from her and approached 
the window. She discovered that the face was a woman's 
face, and with fumbling fingers she slid aside the catch 
that secured the window. 

"Tell the missus not to be scared," whispered an anx- 
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ioua Toiee, "Tell her it's me ! I got np the pear tree to 
see her, and I eaw you. I knew that Bess was lying, and 
I thought I'd — I thought I'd just get up and see for 
myself !" 

"Thank God !" Henrietta cried, clinging to the sill in 
a passion of relief as she recognised the stolid-faced aer- 
Tant. "You know me?" 

"You're the young lady that's missing?" the woman 
answered, taking a soturer hold of the window-frame, 
and bringing her head into the room, "I know you. I 
was thinking if I dared scare the missus, when I see you 
tumble in^-1 nigh tumbled down with surprise! I'll 
go hot-foot and take the news, miss !" 

"No, no, I shall come!" 

"Yon let me go and fetch 'em ! I'll bet, miss, I'll be 
welcome. And do you bide quiet and safe. Now we 
know where you are, they'll not harm you." 

But Henrietta had heard a footstep on the stairs, and 
she was not going to bide quiet. She had no belief in 
her safety. 

"No," she said resolutely. "I am coming. Can you 
take the child ?" 

"AVell, if you must, but " 

"I must ! I must !" 

"Lord, you are frightened!" the woman muttered, 
looking at her face. And tlien, catching the infection, 
"Is't as bad as that?" she said. "Ay, give me the child, 
then. And for the Lord's sake, be quick, miss. This 
pear is as good as a ladder, and the dog knows me as 
well as its own folk !" 

"The child ! The child !" Henrietta repeated. Again 
her ear had caught the sound of shufHing feet, and of 
whispering on the stairs. She carried the child, which 
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seemed paralysed by fear, to the sill, and delivered it into 
the other's arm. 

The sill of the window was barely ten feet from the 
ground, and an old pear tree, spread-eagled against the 
waI1> formed a natural ladder. The dog, which had been 
chained nnder tlie window to guard against egress, knew 
the woman and did no more than stand below and wag 
its tail. Iq two minutes Henrietta was safe on the 
ground, had taken the child from the other's arms, and 
was ready for flight. 

But the servant would not leave until she had made 
sure that her mistress had strength to close the window. 
That done, she turned to Henrietta. 

"Now come!" she said. "And don't spare yourself, 
miss, for if they catch us after this they'll for certain 
cut our throats !" 

Henrietta had no need of the spur, and at their hest 
pace the two fled down the paddock, the servant-wench 
holding Henrietta by the elbow and impelling her. The 
moon had risen, and Mrs. T}'6on, poor, terrified, trem- 
bling woman, watching them from the window, could 
follow them down the pale meadow, and even discern the 
dark line of the rivulet, along the bank of which they 
passed, and here and there a patch of higher herbage, or 
a solitary boulder left in the middle of the turf for a 
scratching-post. Perhaps she made, in leaning forward, 
some noise which irritated the dog ; or perhaps the moon- 
light annoyed it. At any rate, it began to bay. 

By that time, however, Henrietta and her companion 
had gained the shatlow of the trees at the upper end of 
the wooded gorge through which the stream escaped. 
They stood there a brief while to take breath, and the 
woman offered to carry the child. But Henrietta, though 
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ebe felt that her strength wbb uncerUin, though she ex- 
perienced an odd giddiness, was unwilling to resign her 
charge. And after a pause they started to descend the 
winding path which followed the stream, and often 
crossed and re-croseed it. 

They stumhied along as fast as they could. But this 
was not very fast. For not only was it dark in the cov- 
ert, but the track was beset with projecting roots, and 
overhead branches hung low and scraped their faces. 
More than once startled by a rabbit, or the gurgle of the 
falling water, they stopped to listen, fancying that they 
were pursued. Still they went fast enough to feel ulti- 
mate safety certain ; and Henrietta, as she held an end 
of the other's petticoat between her fingers and followed 
patiently, bade herself bear up a little longer and it 
would be over. It would soon be over, and she — she 
would put his child in hia arms. It would soon be over, 
and she would be able to sink down upon her bed and 
rest. For she was very weary — and odd. Very, unac- 
countably weary. When she stumbled or her foot found 
the descent longer than she expected, she staggered and 
swayed on her feet. 

But, "We shall soon be safe ! We shall soon be safe I" 
she told herself. "And the child!" 

Meanwhile they had passed the darkest part of the lit- 
tle ravine. They had passed the place where the water- 
falls made the descent most arduous. They could even 
see below them a piece of the road lying white in the 
moonlight. 

On a sudden Henrietta stopped. 

"You must take the child," she faltered, in & tone 
that startled her companion. "I can't carry — it any 
farther." 
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"I'll take it Yon should have given it me before!" 
the woman scolded. "That's better. Quiet, my lad. 
I'll not hurt you !" For the child, silent hitherto, had 
begun to whimper. "Now, miss," she continued sharply, 
"bear up ! It's but a little way farther." 

"I don't think — I can," Henrietta said. The crisis 
over, she felt her strength ebbing away in the strangest 
fashion. She 8wayed, and had to cling to a tree for sup- 
port. "You must go on — ^without me," she stammered. 

"I'll not go on without you," the woman answered. 
She was loath to leave the girl helpless in the wood, 
where it was poBsible that she might still come to harm. 
"You come down to the road, miss. Pluck up ! Pluck 
up ! It's but a step !" 

And partly by words, partly by means of a vigorous 
arm, the good creature got the girl to the bottom of the 
wood, and by a last effort, half lifted, half dragged her 
over the stile which closed the gap in the wall. But once 
in the road, Henrietta seemed scarcely conscious where 
she was. She tottered, and the moment the woman took 
her hands from her, she sank down against the wall. 

"Leave me! Leave me!" she muttered, with a last 
exertion of sense. "And take the child! I'm — giddy. 
Only giddy ! I shall be better in a minute." Then, "I 
think — I think I am fainting." 

"I think you are," the woman answered drily. She 
stooped over her. "Poor thing!" she said. "There's 
no knowing what has happened to her 1 But she'll freeze 
as she is !" 

And whipping off her thick drugget shawl — they made 
such shawls in Kendal — she wrapped it about the girl, 
snatched up the child, and set off running and walking 
along the road. The Low Wood Inn lay not more than 
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four furlongs away, and she counted on returning in 
twenty minutes. 

"Ay, in twenty minutes!" she muttered, and thpn, 
saving her breath, she kept on steadily along the moon- 
lit road, soothing the child with a word when it was 
necessary. In a very brief time she was out of sight. 

For a while all was still as death. Then favoured by 
the recumbent position, Htsirietta began to recover ; and 
presently, hut not until some minutes had elapsed^ she 
came to herself. 

She sighed deeply, and gazing upward at the dark sky, 
with its twinkling stars, she wondered how she came to 
be in such a strange place; but without any desire to 
rise, or any wish to solve the riddle. A second sigh aa 
deep as the first lifted the oppression from her breast ; 
and with returning strength she wondered what was tiio 
long dark line that bounded her vision. Was it, could it 
be, the head-board of her bed ? Or the tester? 

It was, in fact, the wall that bounded the wood, but 
she was not able to take that in. And though the nipping 
air, blowing freely on her face, was doing its best to re- 
fresh her, and she was beginning to grope in her mem- 
ory for the paat, it needed a sound, a voice, to restore to 
her, not her powers, but her consciousness. The event 
poon happened. Two men drew near, talking in low 
fierce tones. At first, lying there as in a dream, she 
heard without understanding; and then, still powerless 
under the spell, she heard and understood. 

"Why didn't you," Lunt's voice growled hoarsely, 
"loose the dog, aa I told you? We'd have had her by 
now." 

"Ay, and have had the country about our ears, too," 
Giles answered angrily. 
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"And shan't ve have it about our ears wh«i that 
vixen has told her tale?" the other cried. "I swear my 
neck aches now !" 

"She couldn't carry the brat far, nor fast." 

"No, but — what's that?" There was alarm in Lunt'a 
tone. 

"Only the lad following us," Giles answered. "He's 
brought the lauthorn." 

Perhaps the three separated then : perhaps not. She 
could not rise to see. She was paralysed. She lay as in 
a nightmare, and was conscious only of the yellow gleam 
of the lanthorn as it quartered the ground this way and 
that, and came nearer and nearer. At last the man who 
carried it was close to her; on the other side of the wall. 
He raised the lanthorn above his head, and looked over 
the wall. By evil chance, the light focussed itself upon 
her. 

She knew that she was discovered. And her terror 
was the greater because she knew that the man who 
held the lanthorn was the gipsy — ^whom she feared the 
most of all. But she was not capable of motion or 
of resistance; and though he held the light steadily 
on her, and for a few seconds she saw in the side- 
glow hia dark features gleaming down at her, she lay 
fascinated. She waited for him to proclaim his dis- 
covery. 

He shut oil the light abruptly. 

"So — ho! back!" ho cried. "She's not this way! 
Maybe she's in the bushes above !" 

"This way?" 

"Ay !" 

"Then, bum you, why don't yon bring the light, in- 
stead of talking?" Lunt retorted. And from the sound 
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he appeared to be kicking the nearer bushes, and prob- 
ing them with a stick. 

Tlie gipsy answered impudently, aod the three, blam- 
ing one another, moved off up the wood. 

"You should have brought the dog," one cried. 

"Oh, curse the dog !" was the answer. "J tell you she 
can't be far off 1 She can't have come as low as this." 
The light was thrown hither and thither. "She's some- 
where among the bushes. We'll hap on her by-and- 
by." 

"And sTielp me when we do," Lunt answered. 
'I'll " 

And then, mercifully, the voices grew indistinct. The 
flicker of the lanthom was lost among the trees. With 
wonder and stupefaction Henrietta found herself alone, 
found herself faint, gasping, scarcely sensible — but safe ! 
Safe I 

She could not understand the why or the wherefore nf 
her escape, and she had not energy to try to fathom it. 
She lay a few seconds to rest and clear her head, and 
then she thought that she would try to rise. She was on 
her knees, and was supporting herself with one hand 
against the cold, rough surface of the wall, when every 
fibre in her cried suddenly. Alarm ! Alarm ! He was 
coming hack. Yes, he was coming back, leaping and 
running, bursting his way through the undergrowth. 
And she understood. He had led the others away and 
he was coming back — alone ! 

She fell back feeling deadly faint. Then she tried to 
rise, but she could not, and she screamed. She screamed 
hoarsely once and again, and, oh, joy ! even as the gipsy 
clambered over the stile, sprang into the road and came 
to seize her, and all her being arose in revolt against 
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him, a voice answered her, feet camo racing up the road, 
a man appeared, she was no longer alone. 

It waa the chaplain, panting and horrified. He had 
been the first to be alarmed by the woman's tale, and 
running out of the house unarmed and hatleBS he had 
come in time, in the nick of time I Across her lifeless 
body, for at last she had swooned quite away, the gipsy 
and he looked at one another by the light of the moon. 
And without warning, without a word said, the gipsy 
came at him like a wildcat, a knife in his hand. Sut- 
ton saw the gleam of the weapon, and the gleam of the 
man's savage eyes, but he held his ground gallantly. With 
a yell for help he let the man close with him, and, more 
by luck than skill, he parried the blow which the other 
had dealt him with the knife. But the gipsy, finding 
his arm clutched and held, struck his enemy with his 
left fist a heavy blow between the eyes. The poor chap- 
lain fell stunned and breathless. 

The gipsy stood over him an instant to see if he would 
rise. But he did not move; and the man turned to the 
girl, who lay insensible beside the wall. He stooped to 
raise her, with the intention of putting her over the 
wall. But in the act he heard a shout, and he lifted his 
head to listen, supposing that his comrades had got wind 
of the skirmish. 

It was not his comrades; for despairing of retaking 
the girl, they had hurried back to the house to attend to 
their own safety. He stooped again; but this time he 
heard the patter of footsteps coming up the road, and a 
man came in sight in the moonlight. With every pas- 
sion roused, and determined, since he had risked so 
much, that he would not be balked, the gipsy lifted the 
girl none the less, and had raised her almost to the level 
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of the top of the wall, when the man shouted anew. Per- 
force the ruffian let the girl down again, and with a snarl 
of rage turned and faced the newcomer with his knife. 

But Clyne — for it was he — had not come unarmed. 
For many days he had not gone so much as a step un- 
armed. And the stranger's attitude as he let the girl 
fall, and the gleam of his knife, were enough. The man 
rushed at him, as he had rushed at the chaplain, with 
the ferocity of a wild beast. But Clyne met him with a 
burst of flame and shot, and then with a second shot; 
and the gipsy whirled roimd with a muffled cry and fell 
— at first it seemed backwards. But when he reached 
the ground he lay limp and doubled up with his face to 
his knees, and one arm under him. 

Clyne, with the smoking pistol in his hand, bent over 
him, ready, if he moved, to beat out his brains. But 
there was no need of that third blow, which he would 
have given with hearty good-will. And he turned to the 
girl, Somi^thing, perhaps the pistol-shot, had brought 
her to herself. She had raised herself against the wall, 
and holding it, was looking wildly about her; not at the 
dead man, nor at the chaplain, who stirred and groaned. 
But at Clyne. And when he approaehed her she threw 
herself on his breast and clung to him. 

" Oh, don't let me go ! Oh, don't let me go !" she cried. 

He tried to soothe her, he tried to pacify her; keeping 
himself between her and the prostrate man. 

"I won't," he said, "I won't. You are quite safe. 
You are quite safe." 

He had flred with a hand as steady as a rock, but his 
voice shook now. 

" Oh, don't let me go !" she repeated hysterically. " Oh, 
don't let me go 1" 
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"You are safe ! you are safe !" he assured her, holding 
her more closely, and yet more closely to him. 

And when Bishop and Long Tom Gilnon, and three or 
four others, came up at a run, breathing fire and slaugh- 
ter, he was still supporting her; and she was crying to 
him, in a voice that went to the men's hearts, "Not to 
let her go ! Not to let her go !" 

Alas, too, that was the sight which met the poor chap- 
lain's swimming gaze when he came to himself, and, 
groaning, felt the hump between hla eyes — the bump 
which he had got in her defence. 



CHAPTER XXXVI 



It -was Thursday, and three days had passed since the 
Sunday, the day of many happenings, which had cleared 
up the mystery and restored Henrietta to Krs. Gllsou's 
care. The frost still held, the air was brisk and clear. 
The Langdale Pikes lifted themselves sharp and glitter- 
ing from the line of grey screes that run southward to 
Wetherlamb and the Goniston Mountain. A light air 
blew down the lake, ruffling the open water, and bedeck- 
ing the leafless woods on Wray Point with a fringe of 
white breakers. The morning was a perfect winter 
morning, the sky of that cloudless, but not over-deep 
blue, which portends a long and steady frost. Horses' 
hoofs rang loud on the road ; and rooks gathered where 
they had passed. Men who stopped to talk hit their 
palms together or swung their arms. The larger and 
wiser birds had started betimes for salt water and the 
mussel preserves on the Cartmel Sands. 

The inquest on the gipsy had been held, but something 
perfunctorily, after the fashion of the day. Captain 
Clyne and the chaplain had told their stories, and after 
a few words from the coroner, a verdict of justifiable 
homicide had been heartily given, and the jury had re- 
solved itself into a "free and easy" in the tap-room; 
while the coroner had delivered himself of much wis- 
dom, and laid down much law in Mrs. Gilson's snuggery, 

Henrietta had not been made to appear ; for carried 
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npstaira, in a state as like death as life, on Simda; even- 
ing, she had kept her room until this morning. She 
would fain have kept it longer, but there were reasons 
against that. And now, vitii the timidity which a re- 
treat from every-day life breeds — and perhaps with some 
flutterings of the heart on another account — she was 
pausing before her looking-glass, and trying to gather 
courage to descend and face the world. 

She was still pale; and when she met her own eyes in 
the mirror, a quivering smile, a something verging on 
the piteous in her face, told of nerves which time had not 
yet steadied. Possibly, her reluctance to go down, though 
the hour was late, and Mrs. Gilson would scold, had a 
like origin. None the less, she presently conquered it, 
opened her door and descended; as she had done on that 
morning of her arrival, a few weeks back, and yet — oh, 
such a long time back I 

Now, as then, when she had threaded the dark pas- 
sages and come to the door of Mr. Bogers's room, she 
paused faint-hearted, and, with her hand raised to the 
latch, listened. She heard no sound, and she opened the 
door and went in. Tlie table was laid for one. 

She heaved a nigh of relief, and — cut it short midway. 
For Captain Clyne came forward from one of the win- 
dows at which he had been standing. 

"I am glad that you are better," he said stiffly, and in 
a constrained tone, "and able to come down." 

"Oh yes, thank you," she answered, striving to speak 
heartily, and repreeeing with difficulty that proneness of 
the lip to quiver. "I think I am quite well now. Quite 
well ! I am sure, after this long time, I should be." 

And she turned away and affected to warm her hands 
atthefir& 
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He did not look directly at her— he avoided doing bo. 
But he could see the reflection of her face in the oval- 
framed mirror, as she stood upright again. He saw thai 
flhe had lost for the time the creamy warmth of com- 
plexion that was one of her chief beauties. She was pale 
and thin, and looked ill. 

"You have been very severely shakrai," he said. "No 
doubt you feel it still !" 

"Yes," she answered, "a little. I think I do." 

"Perhaps you had better be alone?" 

She did not know what to aay to that. Perhaps she 
did not know what she wished. Her lip quivered, l^iis 
was very unlike what she had expected and what she had 
dreaded. But it was worse. He seemed to be waiting 
for her answer — that he might go. What could she say f 

"Just as you like," she murmured at last. 

"Oh, but I wish to do what you like 1" he replied, with 
a little more warmth ; but still awkwardly and with con- 
straint 

"So do I," she replied. 

"I shall stay then," he answered. And he lifted a 
small dish from the hearth and carried it to the tahia 
"I had Mrs. Gilson's orders to keep this hot for you," 
he said. 

"It was very kind of you.'^ 

"I am afraid," more lightly, "that it was fear of Mra. 
Gilflon weighed on me as much as anything." 

He returned to the hearth when he had seen her seated. 
'And she began her breakfast with her eyes on the table. 
With the first draught of coSee a feeling of warmtii and 
courage ran through her; and he, standing with his el- 
bow on the mantel-piece and his eyea on the num>r> saw 
the change in her. 
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"The bo; is better," he said saddenl;. "I think he 
will do now." 

"Yes?" 

"I tiiink BO. But he will need great care. He will 
not be able to leave his bed for & da; or two. We fotind 
your brooch pinned inside his clothes." 

"Tee?" 

He tamed sharply and for the first time looked di- 
rectly at her. 

"Of course we knew why you put it there. It was 
good of yon. But why— don't you ask after him, Hen- 
rietta?" in a different tone. 

She felt the colour rise to her cheeks — and she wished 
it anywhere else. 

"I saw him this morning," she murmured. 

"Oh!" he replied in surprise. And he turned to the 
mirror again. "I see." 

She b^aa to wish that he would leave her, for his 
silence made her horribly nervous. And she dared not 
start a subject herself, becanse she could not trust her 
voice. The hands of the white-faced clock jerked slowly 
on, marking the seconds, and accentuating tiie silence. 
She grew so nervous at last that she could not lift her 
eyes from her plate, and she ate though she was scarcely 
able to swallow, because she dared not leave off. 

It did not occur to her that Antbony Clyne was as ill 
at ease as she was ; and oppressed, moreover, to a much 
greater degree by the memory of certain scenes which 
had taken place in that room. Her nervousness was in 
part the reflection of his constraint. And his constraint 
arose from two feelings widely different 

^e long silence was becoming painful io both, when 
he forced himself to break it 
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"I am BO TCTy, very deeply beholden to yon,'* he Bud, 
in a constrained tone, "that — ^that I must ask you, Hen- 
rietta, to listen to me for a few minatea — evai if it be 
unpleasant to you." 

She laughed awkwardly. 

"If it is only," she answered, "becaoBe yon are be* 
holden to me — that — ^that jon feel it necessary to thank 
me at l^gth, please don't You will only overwhdm 
me." 

"It is not for that reason only," he said. And he 
knew that he spoke, much against his will, with dreadful 
solemnity. "No. Naturally we must have much to say 
to one another. I, in particular, who owe to you " 

"Please let that be," she protested. 

"But I cannot I cannoti" he repeated. "You hare 
done me so great a service, at a risk so grea^ and under 
circumstances so — bo " 

"So remarkable," she cried, with something of her old 
girlish manner, "that you cannot find words in which to 
describe them I Then please don't." And then, more 
seriously : "I did not do what I did to be thanixd." 

"Then why?" he asked quickly. "Why did you do 
it?" 

"Did you think," she protested, "that I did it to be 
thanked?" 

"No, but — ^why did you do it, Henrietta?" he asked 
persistently. "Such a risk, such men, such circum- 
stances, might have deterred any woman. Nay, almost 
any man." 

She toyed with her teaspoon ; t^iere had come a faint 
flush of colour into her che^s. 

"I think it was — I think it was just to leinstate my- 
self," she murmured. 
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"Ton mean?" 

"You gave me to nnderatand," slie explained, "that 
yon thonght iU of me. And I wished you to think well 
of me; or better of me, I should say, for I did not ex- 
pect yon to think quite well of me after — ^yon know 1" in 
Bome confusion. 

"You wished to be reinstated?" 

"Tee." 

*'l wonder," he said slowly, "how much you mean by 
that" 

"I mean what I say," she answered, looking at 

"Yes, but do yon mean that you — ^wish to be rein- 
stated altogether?" 

She did not remove her eyes from his face, bnt she 
blushed to the roots of her hair. 

"I am not sure that I understand," she said with a 
slight air of offence. 

"XoP" he said. "And perhaps I did not quite mean 
that What I did mean, and do mean, what I am hop- 
ing, what I am looking forward to, H^irietta " and 

there he broke off. 

He seemed to find it necessary to begin again: 

"Perhaps I had better explain," he said more soberly. 
"You told me that morning by the lake some hom&> 
imths, yon remember? Ton showed me that what had 
happened was not all yonr faiilt; was perhaps not at all 
yonr fault And you showed me this with so much energy 
and power, that I went away with the first clear im- 
pression of you I had had in my life. Yes, with the feel- 
ing that I had never known yon until then. He dropped 
his ^es, and looked thoughtfully at something on the 
table. "And one of the things I remember best, and 
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vtiidi I shall always r^nember, was your Ba^nng Uut 
I had nerer paid aay court to yoo." 

"It was true," she said, in a low voice. 

And she too did not look at Tn'Tn, but Iffipt her ejee 
bent on the spoon with which she toyed. 

"Yea. Well, if yon will let the old state of things be so 
far reinstated as to — let me b^in to pay my court to you 
DOW, I am not confident, I am very far from ctHifident, 
that I can please you. I am rather old, for one thing" — 
with a mefal laugh — ^"to m&ke love gracefully, and 
rather stiff and — political. But owing to the trouble I 
have brought upon you in the past " 

"I never said but that we both brought itl" Hesorietta 
objected suddenly. 

"Well, whoever brought it " 

"We both brought it !" she repeated obstinately. 

"Very well. I mean only that the trouble " 

"Makes it unlikely that I shall find another hus- 
band?" she said. "Pray be frank with me! That," ris- 
ing and going to the window, and th«i turning to con- 
front him, "is what you mean, is it not? That is ex- 
actly what you mean, I am sure?" 

"Something of that kind, perhaps," he admitted. 

"But you forget Mr. Sutton 1" she said — and paused. 
She took one atop forward, and her eyes shone. "Yon 
forget Mr. Sutton, Captain Clyne. The gentleman to 
whom you handed me over I To whom you gave so clear 
a certainty that I was for the first comer who was wil- 
ling. He is witling, quite willing!" 

"But " 

"And it cannot be said that he did not behave gal- 
lantly on Sunday night 1 I am told " 

"He bdiaved admirably." 
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"And he is willing 1" she flung the word at him — 
"quite wiUing to marry me — disgraced as I ami As 
you have always, always hinted I am 1 And not ont of 
pity, Captain Clyne. Let us be frank with one another. 
You were very frank with me once — ^more than frank." 
She held out her wrist, which was still faintly discol- 
oured. "When a man does that to a woman," she sud, 
"she either loves him, sir, or hates him." 

"Yes," he said slowly — very slowly. "I see. Your 
mind is made np, then — ■ — " 

"That I will not accq>t yonr kind offer to — ^pay your 
court to me?" she answered, with derision. "Certainly. 
I have no mind to be wooed by you !" Again she held 
ont her wrist. "You know the stale proverb: "He that 
will not when he may, when he will he shall have nay I' " 
And she made him a little bow, her eyes sparkling, her 
cheeks bright. 

He turned his back on her, and stood for a moment 
looking from the window which was the nearer to the 
fire — ^the one looking over the lake. The words of her 
proverb — stale enough in truth — ran very sorrowfully in 
his ears. "He that will not when he may ! He that will 
not when he may I" No, he might have known that she 
was not one to forget He might have known that the 
words he had said, and the things that he had done, 
would rankle. And that she who had not hesitated to 
elope — to piinish him for his neglect of her — would not 
hesitate to punish him for worse than neglect. He stood 
8 long minute watching the tiny waves burst into white 
lines at the foot of Hayes Woods. No, she could not for- 
get — nor forgive. But she conld act, she had acted, as 
if she had done both. She had saved his child. She had 
risked her life for it And if she had done that with this 
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resentmeot, this feeling in her heart, if ehe had done it, 
moved only by the desire to show him that he had mis- 
judged her — ^in a sense it vas the nobler act, and (me 
like — ay, he owned it eoirowfolly — ^Uke hersElfl At 
any rate, it did not become bim to cast a Tord of re- 
proach at her. She had saved his child. 

He turned at length, and looked at her. He saw that 
her figure had lost its elation, and her cheeks their col- 
our. She was leaning against the side of the window, 
and looked tired and ill, and almost as she had looked 
when she came into the room. His heart melted. 

"I would like you to know one thing," he said, "be- 
fore I go. Your triumph is greater, Henrietta, than yon 
think, and your revenge more complete. It is no ques- 
tion of pity with me, but of love." He paused, and 
laughed awry. "The worse for me, you will say, and 
the better for you. Vae victis! Still, even if you hate 
me " 

"I did not say that I hated you I" 

"Yon a&id " 

"I did not! I did not!" she repeated, with a queer 
little laugh. And she sat down on the window seat, and 
turned quickly with a pettish movement, so that he 
could only see the side of her face. "I said nothing of 
the kind," 

"But » 

"I said something very different !" 

"You said " 

"I said that when a man pinches a girl's wrist black 
and blue, and Bwears at her — yee. Captain Clyne," firm- 
ly, "you swore at me, and called me " 

"Don't!" he said. 

"I only said," she continued breathleady, "fliat when 
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a man does that, the women either loyee him or hates 
him!" 

"Henrietta 1" 

"Captain Clynel" 

After a long pause, "I think I nnderetand yon," h« 
said slowly, "but if you — if there were any feeling, the 
least feeling of that kind on your part, yon would not 
have forbidden me to — to think of Eeeking you for my 
wife." 

"I didn't 1" she answered. "I told yon that you 
should not pay your court to me. And yon shall not I 
You cannot," half laughing and half crying, "woo whafs 
won, can you ? If you still think it ia worth the win- 
ning! Only," stopping him by a gesture as be came to- 
wards her, "you are not to give me oTer to Mr. Sutton 
again, whatever I do 1 You must promise me that" 

"I won't!" he said. 

"Yon are quite sure, sir? However I behave? And 
even if I run away from you?" 

"Quite sure!" 

And a few minutes later, "Poor Sutton!" he said. 
"We must try to make it up to him." 

She laughed. 

"It ia a good thing you did not set out to woo me," 
she answered. "For you would not have shone at it. 
Make it up to him indeed ! Make it up to him I What a 
thing, sir, to say to — me !" 



It was not made up to Mr. Sutton; though the best 
living that could be procured by an exchange vritfa the 
Bishop of Durham — and there were fat livings in Dur- 
ham in those days, and small blame if a man held two 
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of them — was found for the chaplain. He married, too, 
a lady of the decayed house of Conyere of Sockbum, be- 
side which the Darners and the Clynes were npstalts. 
And 60 both in his fortune and his wife's family he did 
88 well — almost — as he had hoped to do. But though 
he accepted his patron's gift, he came seldom to Clyne 
Old Hall; and some held him nngratefuL Moreover, a 
little later, when to be a radical was not counted quite 
BO dreadful a thing, he turned radical in all but the 
white hat. And Clyne was dieappointed, but not but- 
prised. Henrietta, however, understood. Though chil- 
dren nmning about her knees had tamed her wildness 
and caged her pride, she was still a woman, and the 
memory of a past conquest was not ungrateful. She had 
no desire to see the pale replica of Mr. Pitt, but she 
Btonetimes thought of him, and always kindly and with 
gr&titnde. 

^ere was a third lover, of whom she never thought 
without unhappiness. 

"You will never tell the children? You will never 
tell the children?" was her prayer to her husband when 
Walterson was in question. 

And though he answered with gravity, "Not unless 
you do it again, my dear," the sting of remgmbrance did 
not cease to rankle, 

Walterson web traced to Leith — and thence to Hol- 
land. There the trail was lost, and it is believed that he 
did not live to return to England. Whether he did re- 
turn or not — and Bow Street, and Mr. Bishop in par- 
ticular, kept watch for him long — he never re-entered 
Henrietta's life. As the memory of the French Revo- 
lution faded from men's minds, the struggle for reform 
fell into more reputable and lees violent bands. Silly 
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and turbulent men of the type of Tn'm who had tnrned 
the girl's young head no longer counted ; or, ming to the 
top at moments of public excit^nent, vanished as 
quickly, and no man knew whither. 

Qilee and Lunt were not taken on that Sunday ni^t. 
They escaped, it was supposed, to Scotland, h; way of 
Fatterdale and the Moors. Less fortunate, however, 
than Walterson, they returned to London and fell in 
again with Thistlewood. They yielded to the fascination 
of tiiat remarkable and unhappy man, took part in his 
schemes, and were taken with him in the loft over the 
stable in Cato Street, when the attempt to murder the 
cabinet at Lord Harrowby's house in Groavenor Square 
miscarried. He and they got a fair trial, but little pity. 
And it is not to be supposed that upon the scaffold in 
the Old Bailey, they thought much of the lonely house in 
the hollow at Troutbeck, or of the helpless woman whom 
they had terrorised. To their credit, be it said, they 
died more worthily than they had lived; and with them 
came to a close the movement which sought to reach re- 
form by the road of violence, and to that end held no 
inetmments too cheap or vile. 

Tyson came out of the adventure a wiser and perhaps 
a better man. For on his return fnMn the north he 
found it hard to free himself from the charge of com- 
plicity in the acts of those who had used his house ; nor 
did he succeed until he had lain some weeks in Appleby 
gaol. He would fain have avenged himself on Bees, but 
for reasons to be stated, he could not enjoy this satis- 
faction. And his neighbours sent him to Coventry. Had 
be been a strong man he might have defied them and 
public opinion. But he was only a braggart, and that 
which must have embittered many, tamed him. He 
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turned to liia wife for comfort, eouglit his home more 
thao before, and gradnslljr settled down into a toler- 
able citizen and a high Tory. 

BesB saved herself by her own wit and courage. The 
Konday's light saw her dragged to Kendal prison, where 
they were not so gentle with her as they had been with 
Eenrietta. Her story went with her, and, '"Riey say you 
stole a child," the little girl miirmured, standing at her 
knee and staring at h», "and '11 be hanged at the March 
fair." 

"Not I," said Bess. "It's almost a pity, too, ain't itP 
There'd be a fine crowd to see 1" 

The child's eyes sparkled. 

"Yes," she said. "There'd be a crowd, too." 

But Bess played a fine stroke. She sent for her rival 
on the Friday, and Henrietta, twenty-four hours be- 
trothed, and very far from unhappy, took that road <»ice 
more, and went to her. 

"I saved you," said Bess, with coolness. "Yes, I did. 
Don't deny it I Now do you save me." 

And Henrietta moved heaven and earth and Anthony 
Clyne to save her. She succeeded. Bess went abroad — 
to join Walterson, it was rumoured. If so, she returned 
without him, for on the old miser's death she appeared 
on Windermere, sold Starvecrow Farm and all it« be- 
longings, and removed to the south, but to what part is 
not known, nor are any particulars of her later fortunes 
within reach. Some said that she played a part in the 
great riots at Bristol twelve years later, but tie evidence 
is inconclusive, and dark women possessing a strain of 
gipsy blood are not uncommon. 

Nor are women with a sharp tongue and a warm heart. 
Yet when Mrs. Qilson died in the year of those very 
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riots, and at a good age, there was a gathering to bury 
her in Trontbeck graveyard as great as if she had been 
a Lowther. The proceBsion, horse and foot, vas a mile 
long. And when those who knew her least wondered 
whence all these moist eyes and this flocking to do hon- 
our to a woman who had been quick of temp»' and rongh 
of tongue — ay, were it to Squire Bolton of Storrs, or the 
rich Mr. Sogers himself — there was one who came a 
great distance to the burying who could have solved the 
riddle. 

It was Henrietta. 
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"Thb is an interesdng and, at times, highljr dramatic book. It it 
niperior, even, to ' Under the Red Robe' and 'A GenUemao o( France,' 
wbich are reckoned the two most striking of his novels. A marked aiul 
skilful feature of 'The Abbess of Vlaye' is that it rises constantly towards 
a climax; indeed, the last part of the book is notably stron^r than the 
earlier pan. . . . One of the chaima of Mr. Wejinan's writing, empha- 
sized in this, his latest book, is its comprehen^on of detail in a few sen- 
tences. . , ," — EveningPosI, New York. 

"... Mr. Weyman demonstrates once more that not only can this 
kind of romantic novel be made conspicuously fosdnatine, but he estab- 
lishes himself anew as cosily the foremost writer of thislcind of fiction. 
He has imarination and in unusual degree the ait of investing a period 
with atmosphere. This gallant tale has color, movement and spint, and 
is well told, with deft touches and dramatic situations, adroitly ztaxi- 
tlgfA."—Timtt, Brooklyn. 

"... The scene in the next to the last chapter, in which the abbess 
and her captain sit at table together, considering their plans, is developed 
by the author with all his ait, and we count it among his most brilliant 
achievements. 'The Abbess of Vlaye' is a fiist-rate piece of romantic 
narrative. Its heroine is a type true to history, true to human nature, 
and, in a sinister way, altogether fasdnating." — Tr^mtte, Nmi York. 

". . . As in other romances based on French history, Mr. Weynian 
displays a thorougli understanding of the time, the place and the people 
of which he writes. 'The Abbess of Vlaye,' indeed, is worth mor« as a 
picture of the time than simply as a romantic story. Either phase, how- 
ever, offers much of absorbing interest even to the most jaded reaider of 
historical fiction." — Tramcrift, Boston. 



"... There is the chaim of the unusual love atoi^ and abundance of 
eidting adventures, all wrought into a dramatic umty. The author is 

entirely at home, and makes us at home, in the story of the period. Since 
'A Gentleman of France' he has given us no better example of hi* 
talent. ' ' — Cotipegatiotuilisl. 
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" It li veiT leldom Ihitt one Tuni across a hlitorical novel the plot of whidi fi 
■o ablT luttomed, the chancten ioitn>iigl;drBirn, the local color or atmosphere 
•o tatb&ctory. . . . ' Count Hannibal ' Is the strongest and most interast- 
Ing novel as jet written bj this populsr author." — Boston Times. 

"Stanley J. Wcymao hu had hundred* of imitatori since he wrote 'A Gen- 



the whole lilt of popular favorites that holds one's interest more inteasely or 
more continuously than ' Count Hannibal ' does. And what an insisleot, throat 
gripping Interest It is I 

what is the use of hoping for a decadence of the craze for historical 
romances so long as the public Is fed on books tike this 7 Such a story has lest 
Ibr the most jaded palate ; nay, it can hold the interest even of a Inok reviewer. 
Prom the first page to the last there is not a moment when one's desire to Snisli 
the book weakens. Along with the ordinary interest of curiosity there goes that 
of a deUghtful and unique love slor; involving no little skill in character deline- 
ation. "—Rbcori>-Hebai.d, Chicago. 

" A spirited, tersely interesting and most vivid story of scenes and incident* 
and portrayals of various characters that lived and fought and bled in the lurid 
days that saw the massacre of St Bartholomew. . . . This is Mr. Weynuui'* 
most graphic and realistic novel" — PiCAruNi, New Orleans. 

" Mr. Wejrman has surpassed himself in ' Count Hannibal.' The scene of 
the atorj is laid chiefly in Paris, at the lime of the massacre of Sl Bartholo- 
mew. . . . We are made to grasp the soul of Count HannlbBl and are tacitly 
■ikad to let Its envelope take care of Itself. . . , Never has Mr. Weymin 
achieved, in fact, a higher degree of verisitnilltude. Count Hannib^ may leave 
til breathless with his despotic methods, but he is not abnormal ; he is one of the 
Frenchmen who shared the temper which made the St. Bartholomew, and he is in- 
tensely human too . . . how the tangle of events in which he and half a 
doKD others are involved is straightened out we refrain from disclosing. The 
reader who oace takes up this book will wont to find all this out for himself" 
—New Yokk Tribune. 



'AOentlemanot Fiance' and 'The Red Cockade,' and Mr. Weyman' 
,. '-[fiuhion' ' " ■' 

" The book Is rapid. Is absorbinj 



3 as ever in fiuhioning a rornance which will send a thrill through the 
„-j J 1 . . i,_ ...J ■■ 

book Is rapid. Is absorbing, and the hero I 
In himself^ apart from his deeds of daring. "- 
" Mr. Stanley Weyman's ■ Count Hannibal ■ i: fully worthy of his great repu- 
iOD — the style is brilliant, easy and clear ; the invention of subject and the 
turn* of (ortune In the story surprising ; atnve all, the subtle painting of a man 
and a woman's heart Is done with inediaustible knowledge, "—Guardian. 

" A picturesque and vigorous romance. The nairatlve will be followed with 
bnathleis Interest."— Times, London. 
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"Ifr. RidOTHiggardathltveTTbeiL ToKiveanadeqaktelduof theuoiy 
of 'Lfibalh' we ihonld reqnira mutf coluuBi for the dmple c«Ulo|:tie of tlw 
kdvenniref and perili and B|ha mnd empM which make np one of the moet 
Tigoront and axcltinE tain «Ter mitten. "—ThkBookium, Londom. 

" It ii a thrilling tale of edventnre and ucriSce, with a lubitantial love 
element and ttrong dde Uihtt npon the hlitory of the people of ibe Netberlandt 
during the period In which the maiterlr drawn choncten move. It it told in a 
captlvuiiic iljle with never-flacfing interest, and ii bf all odda the beat 11017, 
•tttwUl probablf be the most popular, that ihitantlioihu written." 

—NOITH Amebican, Prilaqki^phia. 

"■lonbelh'li one of the moet complete nimancei that have been wildeBi 
. . . nil one ol the moat interecdDg . . . uorie* of the Spanlth utarnlt 
In the Netherianda. It laclade* all the elements (or romantic namtho— 
■fieetioa, peril, bra»e> y and vdlainj, and each delineated wlih ImpretsIraneM 
dial iDOTei the resder to iltitniate emotioai of admiration and detestation." 
—Boston Codbiul 

"... Uar ba lafaly called the best ttorj of this popular wrltor ol 
julvetitiirei. HI* Tltld and amdadotu Mjle of picturing thrilling and impoib- 
able adventures Is given fall plajr. Ilie historical background adds much to 
the intereal of the ster; if 00a b not interested merely In adTeatnrea. . . . 
The Uliutrations of the book annDmeioii* and exeellenL " 

—Boston Tkahscbift. 

"... A novel wtildi ii well worth reading. Haggard Is matter td an 
Inimitable style. He ta a wonderful painter of bsltte*, and the dcKrlption at 
Ibe flight with Brant't lewelt down the canal and out to sea is one of the beat 
deacTiptions of a fight ever written. ' LTsbelh' is a novel which suslalni the 
Interett bam the first to the last chapter." — San Fkancisco Bullitin. 

" Here is a really strong piece of work, and one In which Rider Haggard 
•ppeart on an entirely new ground. . . . The historical background is 
■uffidenl in Itself to make a ftory of entrancing Interest, and the two or three 
romances which have been Interwoven with it make Ibe book one of the most 
notable even among the many eicellent,works of recent historical flction. 71m 
Spanish and the Dutch types are both irtM to life, and the hittorieal setting It 
tamarkably accurate and tme. Rider Haggard will indeed win more lasting 
renown by Us work on ' Lysbeth ' than by his wiard tales which were the talk ol 
a day and then fbrgotten."~LlTlNQ ChitbCH. 
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"... Thestorrisof abBorbingiateNsL tt is very Mldom 
that one mos kctom an historical norer tb« piot of which ii to Ably 
■Ditajned. Something interesting happens in every chapter. There 
are some delightful lore passages, for no novel can be considered 
perfect without a little of that The story has sest and ta fnll of 
adventure. The style is brilliant, easy and dear. The narrative 
will be followed wiUi breathless interest The book is beautifully 
printed, handsomely bonnd, and profusely illnstTated. . . ." 
— Eau Claisb Lkadsk, Wis. 

"... It is one of the best books that Ur. Haggard has 
written for several years. ... It contains two or three scenes 
of uncommcRi strength; the arenascene, with the Christian martyrs, 
in the opening pages, the sale of Roman slave gnls. near the close. 
It Is not a book which can be read throngb in a brief half bnur or 
two, and it does not permit the attention to wander. Altogether it 
is a book which deserves a wider notice." 

— CowMSBaAL ADVBBTisia, Niw York. 

"... there is vigor, charm, and doubtless historical value 
in the pictures which Hr. H^gard draws of dramatic events and 
splendid pageants that will never lose interest and significance to a 
world yet shaken by their iuSnence." — Outlook, Nbw Yokk. 

" . ■ . ' Pearl Maiden ' must be ranked among his best 
books. It ii full of adventure, of terrible dangers met on the battle- 
field and elsewhere ... is from beginning to end absorbin{r. 
Never has Mr. Haggard been more inventive or more skilfnL His 
plot is well constmrted, and he controls the evolntion of the stonr 
with the art that leaves an impression of absolute naturalness. We 
must add a good word for the numerous illnstrations by Mr. Byam 
Shaw. They are cleverly drawn with the pen, but they are even 
more to be praised for the freshness aud variety with which they 
have been designed." — Niw Vokk Tkibums. 

" . , . < Pearl Maiden ' is a more convincing stotv than any 
he has written abont imaginary kingdoms , . . there is no 
reason why it should not rival the popularity of ■ She ' and ■ King 
Solomon's Mines,' and in any event it will be sure to find many faS' 
cinated readers. ... It is the best stt^ Mr. Haggard has 
written in recent years." — Ripublican, SPBiNonBLD, Mass. 
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•■ QQKinl humor of Iha richei t quatit; Is written in the p*cet of Mn. BIuo- 
dall'i oew book. , . . When two great ud wetl-todo comloi plwi tho 
welfare of their name) noedt the muriafe of their childreii, the trouble tjepni. 
No one h*a jet ihown grutei iklll than our author in weaving the green and 
gold pallem of yoaag life. The growth of these two young people from chitd- 
hodd, the betrothal, the almoit neccMaiy hitch in aflain, for such ii bomaa 
nature, the very natural aolullon, Mn. Blundell has made delightful, humoroos, 
and wholl]' artistic. It Is the Guest of character drawing, for the men and women 
an not too proud to be human, noi bad enough to be uncompanionable. " 

— Living Church, Milwaifkeb. 

"A retU treat l« In llore for the readers of 'The Manor Farm.' ... II is 
a naive and picturesque storj of English country life, with Just enough dialect 
to show that the people are genuine country lolk." 

— Chubchuan, New York. 

"... A delightfdl story, told in a deUghtful way. It Is what you may 
call a complete itory . . . giving you quaint, rich and whaleiome descrip- 
.^ion of men and thing* on an Englikh farm. II is one of the few novels of the 
jear worth pasting around the fiunily — or, peihaps, belter yet, reading In the 
aitcmbledfamlly. "— Uhity. Chicago, Iu. 

** Wholesome and iweel as the scent of grawing clover Is the atmosphere of 
Ibis chartning pastoral tale of English yeoman life. Written in (he easiest and 
most unaSecled style it narrates with much animation and humor the fortunes 
of two branches of a certain family of farmer folk. . . . The ' love inlerett ' li 
■s Billess and innocent as it Is ei^aging."— Ikdbpendint, New Yoik. 

Tlie story I* thoroughly readable and 

"... The story I* excellently vrlllen. The English peasants who figure 
In it speak an odd local dialect that gives originality, never nnnaturalneu lo the 
style ^' . . the story enda pleasantly, as such an Idyl should The book 
lingi true, and deserves a cordial reeeption." — RecobivHebald, Chicago. 

" This Is a wholesome romance of the Dorsetshire country. It concerns the 
•ndearon of (wo rarmer cousins to bring about (he marriage of (heir son and 
daughter lor the welfare of the old manor (arm. Ihe plot, which Is a simple one, 
b developed with naturalness and hnmor . . . her (idctures of the homely 
■He among (he Csrmt and dairies are delightful "—The Outlook, N>.w York. 
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"The plMMUlt merrymakings, Ibe ronumtic duel-fighliog loreis, the intro- 
doction oihigliwar robbery u a minor (heme, and the minea priory at setting 
for the whole —all these things read with a reminiscent quality that is attractive. 
The slory is told in a pleasant, narrative st^le, which reads with delightful ease. 
The descriplioni of the English counlryude will charm the reader with Ibe 
freih, elquisile beauty Ihey represent so adequately. ... A book in which 
there if nothing to cnticise and much to praise. . . ." 

—PUBLIC LlDCBK, PhILAOEIJ>HIA. 

"... Mrs. BlundeU is an adept hi holding her readers' interest to (he 
last page. Dorothy's mystery remains unsolved until (he last chapter, and at 
no JKiint can one guess which of her suitors will win Ihe priie. In the meantime 
ically accurate view of English country life two 

^ .„_ islantl^ amused by side.|igh(s oo (he perennial 

human itoima. The character drawing is unusually good f(» a romance, and 
the almospfaere of (he (imes Is skillfully sustained. . . ." 

— RecokivHBKALD, Chicago. 



ti of (he spirit of the perior 

recounts a romance of the countryside, one full of mystery, w 

n the heart of it. Man^ of its situations an 
If is stoned as a witdi 
1 agreeable distribulion of rewards to th« 
— New Yohk TKlBttHK. 



"A well-snslained romance of English Ul 



imnanceof the 'good old times' In England . . . one of the comparatively 
few novels which create a desire to read it through without slopping, the storr 
being so well told that interest is aroused at the very outset and maintained 
until (he ending." — Cubohiclb-Telegsafb, Pittsbdro. 
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"Cleverly conceived and told In Ihr tnie comedy vein of well-twlanced 
hamor and pBlhos. The dialogues are perfectly na'uraL Tliii is of the verr 
best ia the art of novel- writing. A more pleauiil aod cTenly inteivsting book 
It is not often one's lot lo read."— Punch, London. 

"... A person loses much pleasure who has not known the charm of 
'Donna Diana." The Castlngol Nets,' and now ■ Love'i Proxy,' which ii lo my 
mind the most fascinating of them alL This (line Mr. Bagot has left hii lieioved 
Italy, which he knows by heart . . . and betaken himself to England and 
Eoglish society, and here as well as there he malies a marked succe&s. . , 
The slorr is cleverly conceived and hrillianlly eieculcd. Mr. Bagol Is an artist, 
■nd one has an intense and quiet enjoyment of his plot, his philosophy, and his 
knowledge of human nature and the world." — Portland Daily Advertiseb, 

"... He has portrayed several types o( character wiih unerring ikm, 
and has written a novel that is well worth while."— Pscss, Philadelphia. 

"... The story herein Is we'l wrought : Us style ditllnguished withont 
fiilsome resort to epigram ; its setting is that ol English politics and hijfh lilt. 
Its heroine is icathless and enigmatical, her ha<^band is rich and good, her lover 
never forgets himielf till the denouement, and even then recovers in lime, while 
■he is always stanch, bo^h frank and polilic Her manner of treating otliet 
women is aleison in fine t>ehavioT. . ."— LtTEKARy World. 



— TiuEs. GLAuceaTBi, I 

"The real story has todo with a woman who can't love her husband . . . 
Ur. Bagol's talent Is Tcnatlle, He has a broad humor for one page and a t«ac> 
compelling touch for another. Time given to the reading of ' Love's Pro^' 
ia not time that Is losL"— The Chicaco Evening Post. 
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oogbly enjoyable book, Mr. Norrii muM 'do it uain.' and the nert time he 
miut permit ut (o tarir lonirer witb him in that fucintting. tour-tutv* Ear 
Und lying louth of the equator."— Naw Yoai Tmu. 

"... We baTC a itorjr that ii quietly effective without indulging i 
dramatic extravagance. . . . The cfaaracten are few in number, but the] 
■re exceedingly well drawn. , . . It il jim the one to entertain during a 
quiet hour alter tbc carci that infeit the day have departed."— Bucoh, Soaroa- 
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tale of France with a Huguenot heroine, ai lovely u ihe is fearlcH, while the 
invincible hero belongs to the Old Faith. . . . Altogether, an unusually 
ctutrmiDK and absorbing historical roouiuce." — Kamiai Citi Sijiil 

pataages that precede and lead up to tbia elective cUmax. And not the leaat 

queen, the vidame and (be king'l favorite, so real Ibat Ihey arauae stiiTp dii- 
tMIe or syropntby and linger in the memory long afttr Ihe book bu been 
clo>e± It ia a Birring itor^, well prepared, well considered, well written It 
"mance."^O^Hi]S!'u)t ChicacSI* w o are p ease wi re, 

"One of the new novels of the preBCnl publilbing season which is justly di»- 
tinguiibed above nearly all of its fellows. ... It possesses universal merit 
boll) la a Mory and as literature, being a well-told tale which allracts intereK 
■t the outset and holds It tbrougb a series of exciting adventures." . . . 
Conuia, Niw Yon 



e details of the plat, of wbich tfacTe are many, it li not 
necessary or aavxsanle to go, for this could not be done without spoiling the 
pleasnre many will find in reading an exceptionally good story. . . . II is 
■afe to uy that anyone who baa enjoyed Marguerite de Valoia,' 'Chicot, the 
Jester.' or The Fort/'five Guardsmen' will enjoy 'Orraln.' " — Pvmtic OrlHtON. 
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